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AKCSSTBT AKD FAUn.l'. 

Btkor's life was passed nnder the fierce Ught that beats 
Qpon an Intellectual tbrone. He succeeded in making 
himself — what he wished to be — the most notorious per- 
sonality in the world of letters of our century. Almost 
every one who came in contact with him has left on rec- 
ord various imprcBsions of intimacy or iDterview. Those 
whom he excluded or patronized, maligned ; those to 
wbom he was genial, loved him. Mr. Sonthey, in all sin- 
cerity, regarded him as the principle of Evil incarnate ; an 
American writer of tracts in the form of stories is of the 
same opinion : to the Countess Guiccioli he is an arch- 
angel. Mr. Carlyle considers him to have been a mere 
" snlky dandy." Goethe ranks him as the first English 
poet after Shakespeare, and ia followed by the leading 
critics of France, Italy, and Spain, Al! concur in the ad- 
mission thnt Byron was as proud of his race aa of bia 
verse, and that in unexampled measure the good and evil 
of his nature were inherited and inborn. His genealogy 
is, therefore, a matter of no idle antiquarianism. 
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There are legends of old Norse Baraas migratiDg fram 
their home in ScaDdinnvia, and Gettling, one branch in 
Normandy, another in Livonia. To the latter belonged a 
shadowy Marshal de Burun, famous (or the almost abao- 
late power he wielded in the then infant realm of Bussia. 
Two members of the family came over with the Conquer- 
or, and settled in England, Of Erneis de Bnrun, who bad 
lands in York and Lincoln, we bear little more. Ralph, 
the poet's ancestor, is mentioned in Doomsday Book — 
our first authentic record — as having estates in Notting- 
hamshire and Derby. His son Hugh was lord of Horestan 
Castle in the latter county, and witli his son of the same 
name, under King Stephen, presented the church of Ossing- 
ton to the monks of Lenton. The latter Hugh joined 
their order ; but the race was continued by his sod Sir 
Roger, who gave lands to the monastery of Swinatead. 
This brings us to the reign of Henry II. (1155-H89), 
when Robert de Byron adopted the spelling of his name 
afterwards retained, and by his marriage with Cecilia, heir 
of Sir Richard Clayton, added to the family possessiona 
an estate in Lancashire, where, till the time of Henry VIII., 
they fixed their seat. The poet, relying on old wood- 
carvings at Newstead, claims for some of his ancestora a 
part in the crusades, and mentions a name not apparently 
belonging to t4iat age — 

" Near Ascalon'a towers, John of Horestan slumUere — " 



i, like many of his, possibly founded on fact, but 
incapable of verification. 

Two grandsons of Sir Robert have a more substantial 
fame, haiing served with distinction in the wars of Edward 
L The elder of these was governor of the eity of York. 
Borne membei'S of his family fought at Creasy, and one of 
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his BODS, Sir John, was knighted by Edward m. at tha 
eiege of Calnis. Descending tlirongh the other, Sir Rich- 
ard, we come to another Sir John, knighted by Richmond, 
afterwards Henry VTI., on his landing at Miiford- He 
fonght, with his kin, od the field of Bosworth, and dying 
withoQt issac, left the estates to his brother, Sir Nicholas, 
knighted in 1502, at the marriage of Prince Arthur. The 
son of Sir Nicholas, known as " little Sir John of the great 
heard," appears to have been a favourite of Henry VIIL, 
who made him Steward of Manchester and Lieutenant of 
Sherwood, and on the dissolution of the monasteries pre- 
sented him with the Priory of Newstead, the rents of which 
were equivalent to about 4000/, of our money. Sir John, 
who stepped into the Abbey in 1540, married twice, and 
the premataro appearance of a son by the second wife-^ 
widow of Sir George Halgh — brought the bar sinister of 
which so much has been made. No indication of this 
fact, however, appears in the family arms, and it is doubts 
ful if the poet was aware of a reproach which in any case 
does not touch his descent. The " filius naturalis," John 
Byron of Clayton, inherited by deed of gift, and was 
knighted by Queen Elizabeth in 1579. His descendants 
were prominent as staunch Royalists during tho whole 
period of the Civil Wars, At Edgehill there were seven 
Byrons on the field. 
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Sir Nicholas, one of the seven, is extolled as " a person of 
great affability and dexterity, as well as martial knowledge, 
which gave great life to the designs of the well affected." 
taken prisoner by the Parliament while acting as 
gOTernor of Chester. Under his nephew. Sir John, New- 



Btead IB said to have been besie;^ and taken ; bnt tlu 
Imight egcaped, in the words of the poet — never a Radical 
«t heart — s " protecting genius. 

For nobler combats here reserved his life. 

To le&d the band wbere godlike Falkland fell." 

Clarendon, indeed, inforros ns, that on the morning befon 
the battle, Falkland, " very cbeerfui, as always upon action, 
put himself into the first rank of the Lord Byron's regi- 
ment." This slightly antedates his title. The first bat- 
tle of Newbury was fought on September, 1643. For hia 
serviceB there, and at a previous royal victory, over Waller 
in July, Sir John was, on October 24tli of the same year, 
created Baron of KocUdale, and so became the first Peer 
of the family. 

This first lord was sncceeded by his brother Richard 
(1605— 1679), famous in the war for his govemment and 
gallant defence of Newark. He rests in the vanlt that 
now coDtaias the dust of the greatest of his race, in Hack- 
nail Torkard Church, where his epitaph records the fact 
that the family lost all their present fortunes hj thdr 
loyalty, adding, " yet it pleased God so to bless the bumble 
endeavours of the said Richard, Lord Byron, that he re- 
purchased part of their ancient inheritance, which be left 
to his posterity, with a laudable memory for his great pie- 
ty and charity." His eldest son, William, the third lord 
(died 1C95), is worth remembering on two accounts. He 
married Elizabeth, the daughter of Viscount Chaworth, 
and BO wove tho first link in a strange association of tragedy 
and romance ; he was a patron of one of those poets who, 
approved by neither gods nor columns, are remembered 
by tho accident of an accident, and was himself a poetaster 
capable of the couplet, — 
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" Hj whole unbitioD onlj does extend 
To gain ibe mune of Shipraan's Mthful friend " — 

«n ambition which, consideriog its moderate scope, may 
'he granted to have attained its desire. 

His BUccesBor, the fourth lord (1669-X736), gentleman 

of tho bedchamber to Prince George of Denmark, hiiDBclf 

living a quiet life, became, by his third wife, Frances, 
idaoghter of Lord Berkeley, the progenitor of a strange 

group of eccentric, adveuturoua, and paaaionate spirits. 

The eldest son, the fifth lord, and immediate predecessor 
,si the peerc^ of the poet, was bom in 1 733, entered the na- 
"Tal service, left hia ship, the " Victory," just before she was 
lost on the rocks of Alderney, and subsequently became 
lUaster of tho stag-hounds. Id 1765, the year of the pasa- 
dng of the American Stamp Act, aa event occurred which 
'<ioloared the whole of bis after-life, and is curiously illus- 
.trative of the manners of tho time. On January 26th or 
-S9th (accounts vary) ten members of an aristocratic social 
,clnb sat down to dinner in Pall-mall. Lord Byron and Mr. 
iCharworth, bis neighbour and kiosmau, were of the party. 
Sa the course of the evening, when the wine was going 
'^QUnd, a dispute arose between them about the managc- 
of game, so frivolous that one conjectures tho quar- 
rel to have been picked to cloak some other cause of of- 
tfenee. Bets were offered, and high words passed, bnt the 
■company thought the matter had blown over. On going 
'ont, however, the disputants met on the stairs, and one of 
-liie two, it is uncertain which, cried out to the waiter to 

■how them an empty room. This was done, and a single 

tallow-candle being placed on the table, the door was shut. 

A few minutes later a bell was rung, and the hotel master 
nrs^iing in, Mr. Ghaworth was fonnd mortally wounded. 

Adhere had been a struggle in the dim light, and Byron, 
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haviDg received the first lunge harmlessly in his waist* 
coat, had shortened his sword and run his adversary I 
through the body, with the boast, not uncharacteristic of 1 
his grand-nephew, " By G — d, I have as much courage a 
any man in Eogland." A coroner's inquest was held, and ' 
he was committed to the Tower on a charge of murder. 
The interest in the trial, which subsequently took place io 
Wcatciinat«r Hall, was so great that tickets of admission 
were sold for six guineas. The peers, after two days' dia- 
cussion, nuanimonsly returned a verdict of manslaughter. 
Byton, pleading his privileges, and paying his fees, was set 
at liberty ; but he appears henceforth as a spectre-haunted 
man, roaming about under false names, or shut up in the 
Abbey like a baited savage, shunned by his fellows high . 
and low, and the centre of the wildest stories. That he 
shot a coachman, and fiung the body into the carnage be- 
side his wife, who very sensibly left him ; that he tried to 
drown her ; that he had devils to attend him — were among 
the many weird legends of " the wicked lord," The poet 
himself says that his ancestor's only companions were the 
crickets that used to crawl over him, receive stripes with 
straws when they misbehaved, and on his death made an 
exodus in procession from the house. When at home he 
spent his time in pistol-shooting, making sham fights with 
wooden ships about the rockeries of the lake, and building 
ugly turrets on the battlements. He hated his heir pre- 
sumptive, sold the estate of Rochdale — a proceeding after- 
wards challenged — and cnt down the trees of Newstead, to 
spite him ; but he survived his three sons, his brother, and 
his only grandson, who was killed in Corsica in 1794. 

On his own death in 1793, the estates and title passed 
to George Gordon, then a child of ten, whom he used to 
talk of, without a shadow of interest, as " the little boy 
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who lires at Aberdeen." His sister Isabella married Lord 
Carlisle, and became tbc mother of the fifth earl, the poet's 
nominal guardian. She was a lady distinguished for ec- 
centricity of manners, and (like her son. satirized in the 
Bards and Mei'iewers) for the perpetration of indifferent 
verses. The career of the fourth lord's second son, John, 
the poet's grandfather, recalls that of the sea-kings from 
whom the family claim to have sprurfg. Bom in 1723, 
he at an early age entered the naval service, and till hia 
death in If 86 was tossed from storm to storm. " He had 
no rest on sea, nor I on shore," writes his illustrious de- 
scendant. In 1740 a fleet of five ships was sent out un- 
der Commodore Anson to annoy the Spaniards, with whom 
we were then at war, in the South Seas. Byron took ser- 
vice as a midshipman in one of those ships — all more or 
less unfortunate — called "The Wager." Being a had 
sailer, and heavily laden, she was blown from her compa- 
ny, and wrecked in the Straits of Magellan. The majority 
of the crew were cast on a bleak rock, which they chris- 
tened Mount Misery, After encountering all the horrors 
of mutiny and famine, and being in various ways deserted, 
five of the survivors, among them Captain Cheap and Mr. 
Byron, were taken by some Patagonians to the Island of 
Chiloe, and thence, after some months, to Valparaiso. 
They were kept for nearly two years as prisoners at St. 
lago, the capital of Chili, and in December, 1744, put on 
board a French frigate, which reached Brest in October, 
1745, Early in 1746 they arrived at Dover in a Dutch 
vessel. 

This voyage is the subject of a well-known apostrophe 
in The Pleasures of Hope, beginning — 

" And such tliy Btrength-inBpiriug aid timt bora 
The hard; Bjroo from bis Dative sbore. 
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In torrid climes, where Cbiloo's teutpceu sweep 
TumultuouB muriLura o'er the troubled deep, 
Twas bis to mouni nisfortune's rudcBt shock. 
Scourged bji the wluds and cradled b; the rock." 

BjTon's own account of bis adfcntures, published in ITM, 
ia remarkable for freshness of acenury like that of our first 
literary traveller, Sir John Mandcville, and a foroo of de- 
scription wbioh recalls Defoe. It interests us more espe- 
ciEilly from the use that has been made of it in that mar- 
vellous mosaic of voyages, the shipwreck, in Don Juan, 
the hardships of his hero being, according to the poet — 



" Compurati' 
1 m; grand-did' 



To those related 

In June, 1764, Byron sailed with two ships, the " Dol- 
phin " and the " Tamar," on a voyage of diacoveiy ar- 
ranged by Lord ^^mont, to seek a southern continent, in 
the course of which he took poaaeasion of the latest of 
the Falkland Islaada, again passed throngh the Magellanic 
Stmita, and sailing home bj the Pacific, circumnavigated 
the globe. The planets so conspired that, though bia oQa- 
I)le manners and considerate treatment made him always 
popular with hia men, sailors became afraid to serve under 
" fuul-weather Jack." In 1748 he married the daughter 
of a Combh squire, John Trevanion, They had two sons 
and three daughters. One of the latter married her conain 
(the fifth lord's eldeat son), who died in 1776, leaving as 
bis solo heir the youth who fell in the Meditcrraaesn in 
1794. 

The eldest son of the veteran, John Byron, father of 
the poet, was born in 1761, educated at Westminator, and, 
having received a commisaion, became a captain in the 
guards ; but his character, fund am en tally unprincipled, 
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soon developed itself in snch a maoner as to alicaate faim 
from bis fauiily. In 1778, under ciroiun stances of pecul- 
iar effrontery, he seduced Amelia D'Arcy, tlio daughter 
of the Earl of Holdernesse, in her own right Countess 
Conyers, then ^ife of the Marquis of Carmarthen, after- 
wards Duke of Leeds, "Mad Jact," as he was called, 
seems to have boasted of his conquest ; but the marquis, 
to whom his wife had hitherto been devoted, refused to 
believe the rumours that were afloat, till an intercepted let- 
tw, containing a remittance of money, for which Byron, 
in reverse of the usual relations, was always clamouring, 
brought matters to a crisis. The pair decamped to the 
continent; and in 177fi, after the marquis had obtained 
a divorce, they were regularly married, Byron seems to 
have been not only profligate but heartless, and he made 
life wretched to the woman he was even more than most 
husbands bound to cherish. She died in 1784, having 
given birth to two daughters. One died in infancy ; the 
other was Augusta, the half-sister and good genius of the 
poet, whose memory remains like a star on the fringe of a 
thnnder-cloud, only brighter by the passing of the smoke 
of calumny. In 1 807 she married Colonel Leigh, and bad 
a numerons family, most of whom died young. Her 
eldest daughter, Georgiana, married Mr. Henry Trevanion, 
The fourth, Medora, had an unfortunate history, the nu- 
cleus of an impertinent and happily ephemeral romance. 

The year after the death of bis first wife, John Byron, 
who seems to have had the fascinations of a Barry Lyn- 
don, succeeded in entrapping a second. This was Miss 
Catherine Gordon of Gight, a lady with considerable es- 
tates in Aberdeenshire — which attracted the adventurer — 
and an overweening Highland pride in her descent from 
James I,, the greatest of the Stuarts, through his daughter 
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Annabclla, and the second Earl of Hnntly, This union 

suggested the ballad of an old rhymer, beginning — 
" wbare are je g^ea, boany Misa Gotiion, 

wh&re are ^e goeo, Bae boan; and braw ? 
Te'ye married, ye've nittrried wi' Johnnj Byron, 
To Bquandor the lands o' Gij;ht awH.'," 
The prophecy was soon fulfilled. The property of the 
Scotch heiress was Bquaodercd with impetuous rapidity 
I'by the English rake. In 1788 she left Scotland for 
>' France, and retanted to England towards the close of the 
■ following year. On the 22nd of January, 1788, in Holies 
Street, London, Mrs. Byron gave birth to her only child, 
George Gordon, aiicth lord- Shortly after, being pressed 
by his creditora, the father abandoned both, and leaving 
them with a pittance of 1 501. a year, fled to YalencieDues, 
irhere he died, in August, 1791. 



CHAPTER II. 



KARLY TKARS AND SCHOOL LITK. 



Soon After the birth of her son, Mrs. Byron took him to 

Scotland. After spending some time with a relation, she, 
early in 1790, settled in a small house at Aberdeen. Ere 
long her husband, who had in the interval dissipated away 
his remaining means, rejoined her; and they lived togeth- 
er in humble lodgings, until their tempers, alike fiery and 
irritable, compelled a definite separation. They occnpied 
apartments, for some time, at the opposite ends of the 
same street, and interchanged visits. Being accustomed 
to meet the boy and his nurse, the father expressed a wish 
that the former shonld be sent to live with him, at least 
for some days. "To this request," Moore informs us, 
" Mrs. Byron was at first not very willing to accede ; but, 
on the representation of the nurse that if he kept him 
over one night he would not do so another, she consented. 
On inquiring next morning after the child, she was told 
by Captain Byron that he had had quite enough of his 
young visitor." After a short stay in the north, tho Cap- 
tain, extorting enough money from his wife to enable him 
to fly from his creditors, escaped to France, His absence 
mast have been a relief; but his death is said to have so 
affected the unhappy lady, that her shrieks distarbod the 
neighbourhood. The circumstance recalls an anecdote of 
a similar outburst — attested by Sir W. Scott, who was 
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present on the occasion — before her marriage. Being 
present at a representation, in Kdiobargli, of the Fatal 
Marriage, when Mrs. Siddona was personating Isabella, 
Miss Gordon was seized with a fit, and carried oat of the 
theatre, screaming out " my Biron, my Biron." All we 
know of her character shows it to have been not only 
prond, impulsive, and wayward, but hysterical. She con- 
stantly boasted of her descent, and clang to the coartesy 
title of " honourable," to which she had no claim. Her 
affection and anger were alike demonstrative, her temper 
nerer for an hour secure. She half worshipped, half 
hated, the blackguard to whom she was married, and' took 
no steps to protect ber property ; her son she alternately 
petted and abused. " Your mother's a fool I" said a 
school companion to him years after. " I know it," was 
his unique and tragic reply. Never was poet bom t/j bo 
much illaatrious, and'to so much bad blood. The rec- 
ords of his infancy betray the temper which be preseired 
through life— passionate, sullen, defiant of authority, but 
singularly amenable to kindness. On being scolded by 
bis first nurse for having soiled a dress, without uttering 
a word he tore it from top to scam, as he had seen faia 
mother tear her caps and gowns ; but her sister and buc- 
cfiBBor in office. May Gray, acquired and retained a hold 
over his affections, to which he lias borne grateful testi- 
mony. To her training is attributed the early and re- 
markable knowledge of the Scriptures, especially of tbe 
Fsalms, which be possessed : he was, according to her 
later testimony, peculiarly inquisitive and puzzling about 
religion. Of the sense of solitude, induced by his earliest 
impressions, he characteristically makes a boast. "My 
daughter, my wife, my half-sister, my mother, my sister's 
mother, my natural daughter, and myself, are or were all 
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oqIj children. Bat the fiercest aoinaals have the fewest 
aurobers in their Utters, aa lions, tigers, <feo." 

To this practical orphauhood, and inheritance of feverish 
passion, there was added another, and to liim a heavy and 
life-long burden. A physical defect in a healthy nature 
may either pass without notice or be turned to a high pur- 
pose. No line of his work reveals the fact that Sir Walter 
Soott was lama The infirmity failed to cast even a paes- 
ing shade over that serene power. Milton's blindness is 
the occasion of the noblest prose and verse of resignation 
in the langnago. But to understand Pope, we must re- 
member that he was a cripple : and Bvrou never ailowB 
us to forget, because he himself never forgot it. Accounts 
differ SA to the extent and origin of his deformity ; and the 
doabts on the matter are not removed hy the inconsistent 
accounts of the indelicate post-mortem esamination raada 
by Mr. Trelawny at Mcsolonghi. It is certain that one of. 
the poet's feet was, either at birth or at a very early period, 
BO seriously clubbed or twisted aa to affect his gait, and to 
a considerable extent his habits. It also appears that the 
surgical means — boots, bandages, &c. — adopted to atraight- 
^ en the limb, only aggravated the eviL His sensitiveness on 
the subject was early awakened hy careless or unfeeling, 
references, " What a pretty boy Byron is !" said a friend, 
of his nurse, " What a pity he has such a leg 1" On 
which the child, with flashing eyes, cutting at her with a 
■baby's whip, cried out, "Dinna speak of it." Ilis moth- 
er herself, in her violent fits, when the boy ran round the 
room laughing at her attempts to catch him, used to say 
he was a little dog, as bad as his father, and to call him. 
"a- lame brat" — an incident which notoriously suggested 
the opening scene of the Deformtd Trant/ormed. In the 
h^ht of his popularity he fancied that the beggars and 
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■treet- sweepers in London were mocking him. Ho eat- 
irized and discouraged dancing; he preferred riding and 
swimming to other exercises, because they concealed bis 
weakness ; and on his death-bed asked to be blistered in 
Buoh a way that he might not be called on to expose it. 
The CouQtesB Guiccioli, Lady Blcssington, and others, as- 
sure OS that in society few would have observed the defect 
if he had not referred to it ; but it was never far from the 
mind, and therefore never far from the mouth, of the least 
reticent of men. 

In 1792 he was sent to a mdimentarj day school of 
girls and boys, taught by a Mr. Bowers, where he seems to 
have learnt nothing save to repeat monosyllablas by rote. 
He next passed through the hands of a devout and clever 
clergyman, named Ross, under whom, according to hia own 
account, he made astonishing progress, being initiated into 
the study of Roman history, and taking special delight in 
the battle of Regilius, Long afterwards, when standing 
on the heights of Tusculum and looking down on the lit- 
tle round lake, he remembered his young enthusiasm and 
his old instructor. He next came under the charge of a 
tutor called Pateraon, whom he describes as " a very seri- 
OQS, saturnine, but kind young man. He was the son of 
my shoemaker, but a good scholar. With him I began 
latin, and continued till I went to the grammar school, 
where I threaded all the classes to the fourth, when I was 
recalled to England by the demise of my nncle." 

Of Byron's early school days there is little further record. 
We learn from scattered hints that he was backward in 
technical scholarship, and low in his class, in which he 
seems to have had no ambition to stand high ; but that 
he eagerly took to history and romance, especially luxuri- 
ating in the Arabian N^igkU. He was an indifierent pen- 
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m&D, and always disliked mathematics; but was noted by 
m&stfirs and mfttes as of quick temper, eager for adventures, 
prone to sports, always more ready to give a blow than to 
take one, affectionate, though resontful. 

When his cousin vas killed at Corsica, in 1794, he be- 
came the nest heir to the title. In 17fiT, a friend, mean- 
ing to compliment the boy, said, " We shall have the 
pleasure some day of reading your speeches in the Uouse 
of Commons," he, with precocious consciousness, replied, 
"I hope not. If you read any speeches of mine, it will 
be in the House of Lords." Similarly, when, in the course 
of the following year, the fierce old man at Newstead died, 
and the young lord's name was called at school with " Dom- 
inus " prefixed to it. hia emotion was so great that ho was 
nnable to answer, and burst into tears. 

Belonging to this period is the somewhat shadowy rec- 
ord of a childish passion for a distant cousin slightly his 
senior, Mary Duff, with whom he claims to have fallen in 
love in his ninth year. We have a quaint picture of the 
pair sitting on the grass together, the girl's younger sister 
beside them playing with a doll. A German critic gravely 
remarks, " This strange phenomenon places him beside 
Dante." Byron himself, dilating on the strength of his 
attachment, tells us that he nsed to coax a maid to write 
letters for him, and that when he was sixteen, on being in- 
formed by his mother of Mary's marriage, he nearly fell 
into convulsions. But in the history of the calf-loves of 
poets it is diffieult to dbtinguish between the imaginative 
afterthought and the reality. This equally applies to oth- 
er recollections of later years. Moore remarks — " that the 
charm of scenery, which derives its chief power from fancy 
and association, should be felt at an age when fancy is yet 
hardly awake and associations are but few, can with diffi- 
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culty be conoeiced," But between the ages of eight and 
ton an appreciatiDii of external beauty ja sufBciently com- 
mon. No one doubts the aconracj of Wordaworth'a ao- 
count, in the Prelude, of bis early balf-seusuoQa delight in 
mountain glory. It is impossible to deGue the influence 
of Nature, either on nations or individual, or to say be- 
forehand what selection from his varied surroundings a 
poet will, for artistic purposes, elect to make. Shakspeare 
rests in meadows and glades, and lesres to Milton " Tene- 
liffe and Atlas." Burns, who lived for a considerable part 
of his life in dnily view of the hills of Arran, never alludes 
to them. Bat in this respect, like Shelley, Byron was in- 
spired by a passion for the high-places of the earth. Their 
sbadow is on half his verse. "Tiie loftiest peaks most 
wrapt in clouds and snow " perpetually remind him of one 
of bis constantly recurring refrains — 



seen, ei 

After I 

^^ afterno 

^L scribe.' 

^H 7onth : 



In the course of 1796, after an attack of scarlet fever at 
Aberdeen, be was taken by bis mother to Ballater, and on 
his recovery spent much of his time in rambling about the 
country. " From this period," be says, " I date my love 
of mountainous countries. I can never foiwet the effect, 
years afterwards, in England, of the only tJiiag I had long 
miniature, of a motintaiu, in the Malvern Hills. 
After I returned to Cheltenham I used to watch them every 
afternoon, at sunset, with a sensation which I cannot de- 
scribe." Elsewhere, in The Island,]ie returns, amid allu- 
sions to the Alps and Apennines, to the friends of his 
youth : — 

"The iafaul raptnre BtUl Bnrvived the boy, 
And LBoii-a«-giur with Ida look'd o'er Troy, 
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Miied Celtic me 
And Highlaiid li 

The poet, owing to hia physical defect, was not a great 
climber, and wo are informed, on the authority of lus 
anne, that he never even scaled the easily attainable sum- 
mit of the "steep frowning" hill of which be has made 
such effective use. But the impression of it from a dis- 
tance was none the leas genuine- In tbe midst of a gen- 
erous address, in Don Juan, to Jeffrey, he again refers 
to the same associations with the country of his early 
training : — 

"But I am half a Soot by birth, and bred 
A irbole one ; and my heart flies to my head 
As 'Auld Lang Syne' brings Scotland, one and all — 
Scotch pUids, Scotch snoods, the blue hills and clear streuoB, 
The Dee, the Don, Bolgounio'a brig'a black wall — 
All my boy feelings, all my gentler dreams 
Of what I then dreamt, clotbed in their own pall, 
like Banquo'a offflpring. . . ." 

Byron's allusions to Scotland are Tariable and incon- 
sistent His satire on her re'i'iewcra was sharpened by 
the show of national as well as personal antipathy; and 
■when, about the time of its production, a young lady re- 
marked that he had a little of the northern manner of 
speech, he burst out, " Good God 1 I hope not, I would 
rather the whole d — d country was sunk in the sea. I 
the Scotch accent !" But in the passage from which we 
have quoted the swirl of feeling on the other aide coo- 



" I rul'd at Scots lo show ni j wrath and wit. 
Which njuBt be awn'd was acnaitiTE and surly. 
Yet 'tia in vnlo such sallies to permit; 
They cannot quench young feelings, fresh and e&rly. 



This suggests a few words on a question of more than 
local interest. Byron's most careful biograpbcr has saiil 
of him ; " Although on his first expedition to Greece he 
was dressed in the tartan of the Gordon clan, yet the 
whole bent of his mind, and the character of his poetry, 
are anything hut Scottish. Scottish nationality is taint- 
ed with narrow and provincial elements. Byron's poetic 
character, on the other hand, is universal and cosmopoli- 
tan, lie had no attachment to localities, and never de- 
voted himself to the study of the history of Scotland 
and its romantic legends." Somewhat similarly Thomas 
Campbell remarks of Burns, " He was the most un-Scots- 
manlike of Scotchmen, having no caution." Rough na- 
tioQai verdicts are apt to be superficial. Mr. Leslie Ste- 
phen, in a review of Hawthorne, has commented on the ex- 
tent to which the nobler qualities and conquering energy 
of the English character are hidden, not only from foreign- 
ers, but from ourselves, by the " detestable lay figure " of 
John Bull. In like manner, the obtrusive type of the 
"canny Scot" is apt to make critics foi^et the hot heart 
that has marked the early annals of the country, from the 
Hebrides to the Borders, with so much violence, and at the 
same time has been the source of so much strong feeling 
and persistent purpose. Of late years, the struggle for ex- 
istence, the temptations of a too ambitious and over-ac- 
tive people in the race for wealth, and the benumbing ef- 
fect of the constant profession of beliefs that have ceased 
to be sincere, have for the most part stifled l!ie fervid fire 
in calcnlating prudence. These qualities have been ade- 
quately combined in Scott alone, the one massive and com- 
plete literary type of his race. Bums, to his ruin, had 
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only the fire : the same is true of Byron, whose genius, 
in some respects less genuine, nas indefinitely and inevi- 
tably wider. Ilia intensely susceptible nature took a dye 
from every scene, city, and aooiety through which he pass- 
ed; but to the last lie bore with him the marks of a de- 
scendant of the Sea-Kings, and of the mad Gordons in 
whose domains he Lad first learned to listen to the sound 
of the "two mighty voices" that haunted and inspired 
him through life. 

In the autumn of 1703 the family, i. e., his mother — 
who had sold the whole of her household furniture for IBI. 
— with himself, and a maid, set south. The poet's only 
recorded impression of the journey is a gleam of Loch 
Leven, to which he refers in one of his latest letters. He 
never revisited the land of his birth. Our nest glimpse of 
him is on his passing the toll-bar of Newstead. Mrs. By- 
ron asked the old woman who kept it, " Who is the next 
heir ?" and on her answer " They say it is a little boy who 
lives at Aberdeen," " This is he, bless him 1" exclaimed the 
nurse. 

Returned to the ancestral Abbey, and finding it half 
mined and desolate, they migrated for a time to the neigh- 
bouring Nottingham. Here the child's first experience 
was another course of surgical torture. He was placed 
under the charge of a quack named E>avender, who rubbed 
his foot in oil, and screwed it about in wooden machines. 
This useless treatment is associated with two characteris- 
tic anecdotes. One relates to the endurance which Byron, 
on every occasion of mere physical trial, was capable of 
displaying. Mr. Rogers, a private tutor, with whom he 
was reading passages of Virgil and Cicero, remarked, " It 
makes me uncomfortable, my lord, to see you sitting there 
in such pain as I know you must be suffering." " Never 
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mind, Mr. Rogers," eaid the child, " you shall not ace aaj 
signs of it in roc" The other illustrates his precocious 
delight in detecting impoaturo. Having scribbled on a 
piece of paper several lines of mere gibberish, he brought 
them to Larcnder, and gravely asked what language it 
wan ; and on receiving the answer, " It is Italian," he brote 
into an exultant laugh at the expense of his tormentor. 
Another story survives, of hia vindictive spirit giving 
birth to bis first rhymes. A meddling old lady, who used 
to visit his mother and was possessed of a curious belief 
in a future transmigration to our satellite — the bleakncBS 
of whose scenery she had not realized — having given him 
some cause of offence, he stormed out to his nurse that he 
"could not bear the sight of the witch," and vented Ma 
wrath in the eouplet, — 

" Id Nottinghajn coontj there lives, ut Swan Green, 
As onrflt ID old ladj as ever was seen ; 
And when she does die, which I hopo niU be soon, 
She Qrmlj beheves she will go lo the mooD." 

The poet himself dates his " first dash into poetry " a 
year later (1800), from his juvenile passion for his cousin 
Margaret Parker, whose subsequent death from an injury 
caused by a fall he afterwards deplored in a foi^otten el- 
egy. " I do not recollect," he writes through the transfig- 
uring mists of memory, " anything equal to the tranipor 
rent beauty of my cousin, or to the sweetness of her tem- 
per, during the short period of our intimacy. She looked 
as if she had been made out of a rainbow — all beanty and 
peace. My passion had the usual effects upon me — I 
could not sleep ; I could lot eat ; I could not rest. It 
was the testure of my life to think of the time that must 
elapse before we could meet again. But I was a fool 
then, and not much wiser now." Sic transit aeeuitda. 
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The departure at a. somewhat earlier date of Alay Gray 
for her native coantry gave rise to evidence of acother 
kind of affection. Oii her leaving, he presented her with 
his first watch, aud a miniature by Kay, of Edinburgh, rep- 
resenting him with a bow and arrow in his hand and a 
profusion of hair over his ehoiildera. He continued to 
correspond with her at inten-aia. Byron was always be- 
loved by his servants. This nurse afterwards married 
well, and during her last illucss, in lB2T,cjmmunlcated to 
her attendant, Dr. Ewiug, of Aberdeen, recollections of 
the poet, from which his biographers have drawn. 

Id the summer of 1799 he was »ent to London, en- 
trneted to the medical cai'e of Dr. BaiUie (brother of Jo- 
anna, the di-nmatiat), and placed in a boarding school at 
Dulwich, under the charge of Dr. Glenuio. The phyai- 
cian advised a moderation in athletic sports, which the 
patient in his hours of bberty was constantly apt to ex- 
ceed. The teacher — who continued to cherish an afiec- 
tionate remembrance of his pnpil, even when he was told, 
00 a visit to Geneva in 1817, that he ought to have 
" made a better boy of him " — testifies to the alacrity with 
which he enl«red on bis taslis, his playfnl good-humour 
with his comrades, his reading in history beyond his age, 
and hie intimate acquaintance with the Scriptures. " In 
my study," he slates, " he found many books open to him ; 
among others, a set of our poets from Chancer to Churoh- 
ill, which I am almost tempted to say he had more than 
once perused from beginning to end,'' One of the boots 
referred to was the Narrative of the Shipwreck of the 
" Juno,'" which contains, almost word for word, the ac- 
count of the "two fathers," in Don Juan. Meanwhile 
Mrs. Byron — whose reduced income had been opportune- 
ly augmented by a grant of a 30Ql. annuity from the 



Civil List — after revisiting Nenstead, followed her sod to 
London, and took up her residence in a house ia Sloane- 
terracc. She was in the habit of having him with her 
there from Saturday to Monday, kept him from school for 
weeks, introdeced him to idle company, and in other ways 
was continually hampering his progress. 

Byron on his accession to the peerage, having become a 
ward in Chancery, was handed over by the Court to the 
guardianship of Lord Carlisle, nephew of the admiral, and 
ei>n of the grand-aunt of the poet. Like his mother, this 
carl aspired to be a poet, and his tragedy, 7^« Father's 
Revenge, received some commendation from Dr. Johnson ; 
but his relations with his illustrious kinsman were from 
the first unsatisfactory. In answer to Dr. Glennie's ap- 
peal, ho exerted his authority against the interruptions to 
his ward's education ; but the attempt to mend mattera 
led to such outrageous exhibitions of temper that he said 
to the master, " I can have nothing more to do with Mrs. 
Byron ; you must now manage her aa you can." Finally, 
after two years of work, which she had done her best to 
mar, she herself requested his guardian to have her son re- 
moved to a public Bchool, and accordingly ho went to Har- 
row, where he remained till the autumn of 1B05. The 
first vacation, in the summer of 1801, is marked by his 
visit to Cheltenham, where his mother, from whom he in- 
herited a fair amount of Scotch superstition, consulted a 
fortune-teller, who said he would be twice married, the 
second time to a foreigner. 

Harrow was then under the management of Dr. Joseph 
Dtury, one of the most estimable of its distinguished 
bead-masters. His account of the first impressions pro- 
duced by his pupil, and his judicious manner of handling 
K aenaitive nature, cannot with advant^e be condensed. 
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" Mr. Hanson," he writes, " Lord Byron's solicitor, con- 
signed him to my care at the age of thirteen aui] a half, 
with remarks that his education had been neglected ; that 
he was ill prepared for a public school ; bat that ho 
thought there was a cleverness about him. After his de- 
parture I took my young disciple into my study, and en- 
deavoured to bring him forward by inquiries as to hie 
former amuBements, employments, and associates, but with 
littlo or no eSect, and I soon found that a wild mountain 
colt had been submitted to my management. But there 
was mind in his eye. In the first place, it was necessary 
to attach him to an elder boy ; but the information he 
received gave him no pleasure when he heard of the ad' 
vances of some much younger than himself. This I dis- 
covered, and assured him that be shonld not he placed till 
by diligence he might rank with those of his own age. 
His manner and temper soon convinced me that he might 
bo led by a silken string to a point, rather than a cable : 
on that principle I acted." 

After a time, Dr. Drury tells na that he waited on Lord 
Carlisle, who wished to give some information about bis 
ward's property and to inquire respecting his abilities, and 
continues : " On the former circumstance I made no re- 
mark ; as to the latter I replied, ' He has talents, my 
lord, which will add lustre to his rank.' ' Indeed !' said 
his lordship, with a degree of surprise that, according to 
my feehng, did not express in it all the satisfaction I ex- 
pected." With, perhaps, nnconscious humour on the part 
of the writer, we are left in doubt as to whether the indif- 
ference proceeded from the jealousy that clings to poetas- 
ters, from incredulity, or a feeling that no talent could add 
lustre to rank. 

In 1804 Byron refers to the antipathy his mother had 
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to biB guardian. Later be eipre«MB gratitude for some 
unknown service, in recognition of nhicli the second adi- 
lioD of the Hours of Idleneu was dedicated " by his 
obliged ward and affectionate kinsman," to Lord Carliale. 
TliB tribute being coldly received, led to fresli estrange- 
ment, and when Byron, on his coming of ^e, wrote to 
remind tbc earl of the fftct, in e.xpeetation of being intrO' 
daced to the Houbc of Peers, he had for answer a mere 
formal etatement of it« rules. This rebuff afieoted him ba 
Addison's praise of Tickell aSected Pope, and the follow- 
ing lines were published in tl)e March of the same year: — 

"Lords too are bards '. such thinga at timai befall. 
And 'tia some praise in peers to write at a!l. 
Yet did or taste or remion SRaj the times, 
Ah 1 nho nould take tbeir titles with their rhymes. 
Roscomuion 1 Sheffield I witb your spirits Bed, 
No future laurels deck a noble head; 
No muse will oheer, with renoTating smile, 
The paralytic puling of Carliale." 

In prose be adds, " If, before I escaped from my teens, I 
said anything in favour of his lordship's paper -books it 
was in the way of dutiful dedication, and more from the 
advice of others than my own judgment ; and I seize the 
first opportunity of pronouncing my sincere recantation." 
As was frequently the case with him, he recanted again. 
In a letter of 1814 he eipvessed to Rogers his regret for 
his sarcasms ; and in his reference to the death of the Hon. 
Frederick Howard, in the third canto of Childe Harold, he 
trini to make amends in the lines — 

" Yet one I would aeleet from that proud throng, 
Partly because they blend nie witb hia bne, 
And partlj that I did his aire some wrong." 
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This is all of any interest we know regarding the fitful 
connectioD of tlie guardian and ward. 

Towards Dr. Drurj the poet contiiiued through life to 
cherish sentiments of gratitude, and always spoke of him 
with veneration. " He was," he sajs, " the beat, the kind- 
est (aud jet strict too) friend I ever had ; and I look on ' 
liim still aa a father, whose warnings I have remembered 
but too well, though too late, when I have erred, and whoso 
counsel I have but followed when I have done well or 

Qreat educational institutions must consult the greatest I 
good of the greatest number of commonplace minds, by j 
regulations against which genius is apt to kick; and By- I 
ron, who was by nature and lack of discipline peculiarly 
ill-fitted to conform to routine, coufesses that till the last 
year and n Italf he hated Harrow, He never took kindly 
to the studies of the place, and was at no time an accurate 
scholar. In the Bards and Remewera, and elsewhere, be 
evinces considerable familiarity with the leading authors 
of antiquity, bnt it is doubtful whether he was able to read 
any of the more difficult of them in the original. Hjn 
translations are generally commonplace, and from the 
marks on hia books he must have often failed to trust 
his memory for the meanings of the most ordinary Greek 
words. To the well-known passage in Ckilde Harold on 
Soracte and the " Latian echoes " he appends a prose com- 
ment which preserves its interest as bearing on recent edu- 
cational controversies: " I wish to express that we become 
tired of the task before we can comprehend the beauty; 
that we learn by rote before we get by heart ; that the 
freshness is worn away, and the future pleasure and ad- 
vantage deadened and destroyed, at an age when we can 
neither feel nor understand the power of composition, which 
C 2* 
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it requires an acquaintance with life, as well aa Latin anil 
Greek, to relish or to reason npon. ... In some parts of 
the continent young persons are taught from common au- 
thors, and do not read the best classics till their maturity." 
Comparatively slight stress was then laid on modem 
languages. Byron learnt to read French with fluency, as 
he certainly made himself familiar with the great works 
of the eighteenth century ; but he spoke it with bo little 
ease or accuracy that the fact was always a stumbling- 
block to his meeting Frenchmen abroad. Of German he 
had a mere smattering. Italian was the only language, 
besides his own, of which ho was ever a master. But the 
extent and variety of his general reading was remarkable. 
His Hat of books, drawn np in 1807, includes more history 
and biography than most men of education read during a 
long life; a Eair load of philosophy; the poets en masse; 
among orators, Demosthenes, Cicero, and Parliamentary 
debates from the Revolution to the year 1742; pretty 
copious divinity, including Blair, Tillotson, Hooker, with 
the characteristic addition — " all very tiresome. I abhor 
books of religion, though I reverence and love my God 
without the blasphemous notions of sectaries." Lastly, 
under the head of " Miaceilaaies" we have Spectator, 
Rambler, World, &c., &c. ; among novels, the works of 
Cervantes, Fielding, Smollett, Richardson, Mackenzie, 
Sterne, Rabelais, and Rousseau. He recommends Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy as the best storehouse for second- 
hand quotations, aa Sterne and others have fonnd it, and 
tells us that the great part of the books named were pe- 
rused before the age of fifteen. Making allowance for the 
fact that most of the poet's autobiographic sketches are 
emphatically " Dicktung und WahrkHt," we can believe 
that he was an omnivorous reader — " I read eating, read 
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in bed, read when no one else reads" — and, having a mem- 
ory only less retentive than Macaulay's, acquired so much 
general information as to be siiBpected of picking it up 
from Reviews, He himself declares that he never read a 
Review till he was eighteen years old — when he himself 
wrote one, utterly worthless, on Wordsworth. 

At Harrow, Byron proved himself capable of violent 
fits of work, but of "few continuous drudgeries." Ho 
would turn out an unusual number of hexameters, and 
again lapse into as much idleness as the teachers would 
tolerate. His forte was in declamation : his attitude and 
delivery, and power of extemporizing, surprised even criti- 
cal listeners into unguarded praise. " My qualities," he 
Bays, " were much more oratorical and martial than poeti- 
cal ; no one had the least notion that I should subside into 
poesy." Unpopular at first, he began to like school when 
he had fought his way to be a champion, and from his 
enei^ in sports more than from the impression produced 
by his talents had come to be recognized as a leader among 
his fellows. Unfortunately, towards the close of his course, 
in 1805, the headship of Harrow changed hands. Dr. 
Dniry retired, and was succeeded by Dr. Butler. This 
event suggested the lines beginning — 

" Where are those faonoura, Ida, OQce youc own, 
Wlien Frobu3 fill'd your magiaterial throne?" 

The appointment was generally unpopular among the boys, 
whose sympathies were enlisted in favour of Henry Drury, 
the son of their former master, and Dr. Butler seems for 
a time to have had considerable difficulty in maintaining 
discipline, Byron, always " famous for rowing," was a 
ringleader of the rebellious party, and compared himself 
to Tyrtffius. On one occasion he tore down the window 
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gratings in & room of the school-house, with the remark 
thkt tbe; darkened the hall ; on another he is reported to 
have refused a dinner invitation from the nmatcr, with the 
impertinent remark that he would never think of asking 
him in return to dine at Newatead. On the other hand, 
he seonis to have set limits to the mutiny, and prevent«d 
some of the boys from sotting their desks on fire by point- 
ing to their fathers' names carved on them. Byron after- 
wards expressed regret for his rudeness ; hut Butler re- 
mains in his verse as " Pomposas of narrow brain, yet of 
a narrower soul." 

Of the poet's free honrs, during the last years of his 
residence, which ho refers to as among the happiest of his 
life, many were spent in solitary musing by an elm-tree, 
near a tomb to which his name has been given — a spot 
commanding a far view of London, of Windsor " bJos- 
aomed high in tufted trees," and of the green fields that 
stretch between, covered in spring with the white and red 
snow of apple blossom. The others were devoted to the 
society of his chosen eomradea. Byron, if not one of the 
safest, was one of the warmest of friends, and he plucked the 
more eagerly at the choicest fruit of English public school 
and college life, from the feeling he so pathetically eaprese- 

" Ii there no csuse bejonii the ocmnion clBim, 
Eaileac'd to nil in cbUdliood'a very nuue? 
Ah, sure some stronger impulse vibrates herB, 
Wbich wbispera Friendsbip will be doubly dear 
To one who thus fur kindred hearts must nnin, 
And seek abroad the lovo denied at home. 
Those hearta, dear Ida, have I found in thoe — 
A home, a. world, s paradise to ne." 

Of his Harrow intimates, the most prominent were the 
Dake of Doi'set, the poet's favoured f^; Lord Clare (the 
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Lycus of tbe Childish Becolleetiona) ; Lord Delanarr (the 
Euryaliw) ; John Wingfield (Alonzo), who died at Coim- 
bfft, 1811 ; Cecil Tattereall {Da?u8) ; Edward Noel Long 
(Cleon) ; Wildman, afterwards proprietor of Newstead ; 
and Sir Robert Peel. Of the last, his form -follow and 
most famous of his mates, tbe atory la told of his being 
unmercifully beaten for oSering resistanoe to his fag mas- 
ter, and Byron rasbing up to intercede with an offer to 
take half the blows. Feel was an exact contemporary, 
h&Ting been born in tbe same year, 1763. It has been 
remarked that most of the poet's associates were hia jan- 

, and, less fairly, that he Ubed to regard tlicra as bis 
satellites. But even at Dulwich his ostentation of rank 
had provoked for him the nickname of "tbe old Knglish 
baron." To Wildman, who, as a senior, bad a right of 
inflicting chastisement for offences, he said, " I find you 
have got Delawarr on your list; pray don't lick him." 
" Why not J" was the reply. " Why, I don't know, ex- 
cept that he ia a brother peer." Again, he interfered 
with the more efiectual arm of phyaical force to rescue a 

or protege — lame like himself, and otherwise much 
weaker — from the ill-treatment of some hulking tyrant 

arnesH," he said, " if any one bullies yon, tell me, and 
ril thrash him if I can ;" and he kept his word. Hamess 
became an accomplished cler^man and minor poet, and 
left some pleasing reminiscences of his former pa- 
tron. The prodigy of tbe school, George Sinclair, was in 
the habit of writing the poet's eseroisea, and getting hia 
battles fought for him in return. His bosom friend was 
Lord Clare. To him his confidences were most freely 
given, and his most affectionate verses addressed. In tbe 
characteristic stanzas entitled " L'amitie est ramoar sans 

)," we feel as if between them the qualifying phrase 
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might have been omitted ; for their letters, carefoUy pre- 
served OD either side, are a record of the jealous com- 
plaints and the reconciliations of lovers. In 1821 Bjtod 
writes, " I never hear the name Clare without a beating 
of the heart even now ; and I write it with the feelings of 
1803-4— 5, arf infinitum." At the same date he says of 
an accidental meeting : " It annihilated for a moment all 
the years between the present time and the days of Har- 
row. It was a new and inexplicable feeling, like a rising 
from the grave to me. Clare too was much agitated — 
more in appearance than I was myself — for I could feel 
hia heart beat to his fingers' ends, unless, indeed, it was 
the pulse of my own which made me think so. We were 
but five minutes together on the public road, but I hardly 
recollect an hour of my existence that could be weighed 
against them." They were " all that brothers should be 
but the name ;" and it la interesting to trace this relation- 
ship between the greatest genius of the new time and the 
son of the statesman who, in the preceding age, stands out 
serene and strong amid the swarm of turbulent rioters and 
ranting orators by whom he was surrounded and reviled. 

Before leaving Harrow the poet bad passed through 
the experience of a passion of another kind, with a result 
that unhappily coloured his life. Accounts differ as to 
his first meeting with Mary Ann Chaworth, the heiress of 
the family whose estates adjoined his own, and daughter 
of the race that had held with his such varied relations. 
In one of hia letters he dates the introduction previous to 
hia trip to Cheltenham, but it seems not to have ripened 
into intimacy till a later period. Byron, who had, in the 
autumn of 1802, visited his mother at Bath, joined in a 
masquerade there, and attracted attention by the liveliness 
of his manners. In the following year Mrs. Byron again 
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settled at Nottingham, and in the course of a second sod 
longer visit to her he freijaently passed the night at the 
Abbey, of which Lord Grey do Euthven was tlion a tem- 
porary tenant. This was the occasion of his renewing hia 
acquaintance with the Chaworiha, who invited him to their 
seat at Annesley. Ho used at first to return every even- 
ing to Newatead, giving the excuse that the family pict- 
ures would come down and take revenge on him for his 
grand-uncle's deed, a fancy repeated in the Siege of Cor- 
inth. Latterly he consented to stay at Annealcy, which 
thus became his headqnarters daring the remainder of the 
holidays of 1803. The rest of the six weeks were mainly 
consumed in an excursion to Matlock and Caatleton, in 
the saroe companionship. This short period, with the ex- 
ception of prologue and epilogue, embraced the whole 
story of his first real love. Byron was on this occasion 
in earnest ; he wished to marry Miss Chaworth, an event 
which, he says, would have '' joined broad lands, healed an 
old feud, and satisfied at least one heart." 

The intensity of his passion is suggestively brought he- 
fore us in au account of his crossing the Styx of the Peak 
cavern, alone with the lady and the Charon of the boat. 
In the same pass^e he informs us that he had never told 
his love; but that she had discovered — it is obvious that 
she never returned — it. We have another vivid picture 
of his irritation when she was waltzing in his presence at 
Matlock ; then an account of their riding together in the 
^_ conntry on their return to the family residence ; again, of 
^K hia bending over the piano as she was playing the Welsh 
^H air of " Mary Anne ;" and, lastly, of his overhearing her 
^H heartless speech to her maid, which first opened his eyes 
^H to the real state of affairs — " Do you think I could care 
^H for that lame boy !" — upon which he mshed out of the 
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bonse, and ran, like a hanted creature, to Newstud. 

Theuce he sbortly returned from the rougbcr Bchool of 
life to his haunts and tasks at Uarrow. A year later the 
pair ^ain met to take farewell, on the hill of AnnMlej— 
aa incident be has commemorated in two short staniaa, 
that have the aoand of a wind moaning over » moor. " I 
suppose," he said, " the next time I see you, you wilt l>0 
Mrs. Chaworth !" " I hope so," she replied {her betrothed, 
Ur. Muatera, had agreed to assume her family name). 
The aDnouDCement of her marriage, nbicb took place in 
August, 1805, was made to htm by bis motbor, witb Ibe 
remark, " I have some news for you. Take out yonr 
handkerchief; yon will require it." On bearing what abe 
had to say, with forced calm he turned the conversation to 
other subjects ; but he was long haunted by a loss which 
he has made the theme of many of his verses. In 1807 
be sent to the lady herself the linos beginning — 
"0 had mj (ate bwn joined with thine." 

In the following year be accepted an invitation to dine 
at Annesley, and was visibly affected by the sight of the 
infant daughter of Mrs. Chaworth, to whom he addressed a 
touching congratulation. Shortly afterwards, when about 
to leave England for the first time, he finally addressed 
her in the stanzas — 

" 'Tia done, and shivering in the gale, 
The bark unfurls her snow; buL" 

Some years later, having an opportunity of revisiting the 
family of his successful rival, Mrs. Leigh dissuaded bim. 
" Don't go," she said, " for if you do you will certainly 
fall in love agun, and there will be a scene." Tbe ro- 
miuice of the story culminates in tbe famous Dream, a 
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poem of unequal merit, but containing passages of real 
pathos, written in tlio year 1818 at Diodati, as we are 
told, amid a fiood of tears. 

Miss Chaworth's attractions, beyond tbose of personal 
beauty, seem to have been mainly due— a common occur- 
rence — to the poet's imagination. A young lady, two 
years his senior, of a lively and volatile temper, slje enjoy- 
ev! the stolen interviews at the gate between the gi'ounds, 
and laughed at the ardent letters, passed through a confi- 
dant, of the still awkward youth whom she regarded as a 
boy. She had no intuition to divine the presence, or ap- 
preciate the worship, of one of the future maater-minds of 
England, nor any ambition to ally herself with the wild 
race of Newstead, and pi'eferred her hale, commonplace, 
fos-hunting squire. " She was t!ie beau ideal," says By- 
ron, in his first accnrate prose account of the afiair, writ- 
ten 1823, a few days before his departure for Greece, 
" of all that my youthful fancy could paint of beautiful. 
And I have taken all my fables about the celestial natnre 
of women from the perfection my imagination created in 
her. I say created ; for I found her, like the rest of the 
aex, anything but angelio." 

Mrs. Musters (her husband re-asserted his right to his 
own name) had in the long-run reason to regret her choice. 
The ill-assorted pair, after some unhappy years, resolved 
on separation; and falling into bad health and worse spir- 
its, the " bright morning star of Anncslcy " passed under 
a cloud of mental darkness. S!ie died, in 1832, of fright 
caused by a Nottingham riot. On the decease of Musters, 
in 1830, every relic of her ancient family was sold by 
suction and scattered to the winds. 



CHAPTER in. 



1 FIRST PERIOD OF AUTHORaHIP. 



In October, 1805, on the advice of Dr. Drury, Byron was 
removed to Trinity College, Carabridge, and kept up a 
conuexioa with the TTniverBity for less than throe years of 
Tery irregular attendance, during which we hear nothing 
of hia studies, except the contempt for them expressed in 
some of the least effective paBsages of his early satires. 
He came into residence in bad temper and low spirits. 
His attachment to Harrow characteristically redoubled as 
the time drew near to leave it, and his rest was broken 
"for the last quarter, with counting the hours that re- 
mained." He was about to start by himself, with the 
heavy feeling that he was no longer a boy, and yet against 
his choice, for he wished to go to Oxford. The Hours of 
Idleneat, the product of this period, are fairly named, He 
was so idle as regards "problems mathematic," and "bar- 
barous Latin," that it is matter of surprise to learn 
that he was able to take his degree, as he did, in March, 
1808. 
A good German critic, dwelling on the comparatively 
1 range of studies to which the energies of Cam- 
bridge were then mainly directed, adds, somewhat rashly, 
that English national literature stands for the most part 
beyond the range of the academic circle. This statement 
is often reiterated with persistent inaccuracy ; but the 
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most casual reference to biograpliy iafonos as tbat at least 
fooT-fifths of the leading HtatcHmeD, refonners, and philos- 
ophers of England have been nurtured within the walls of 
her aniverBities, and cherished a portion of their spirit. 
Prom them have epning the intellectual fires that have, at 
every crisis of our history, kindled the nation into a new 
life ; from the age of Wycliffe, through those of Latimer, 
Locke, Gibbon, Macaulay, to the present reign of the 
Physicists, comparatively few of the motors of their i^e 
have been wholly "without the academic circle." Ana- 
lysing with the same view the lives of the British poets of 
real note from Barbonr to Tennyson, we find the propor- 
tion of University men increases. " Poeta nascitur et fit ;" 
and if the demands of technical routine have sometimes 
tended to stifle the comparative repose of a seclusioa 
" unravaged " by the fierce activities around it, the habit 
of dwelling on the old wisdom and harping on the an- 
cient strings, is calculated to foster the poetic temper and 
enrich its resources. The discouraging eSect of a some- 
times supercilious and conservative criticism is not an un- 
mixed evil. The verse-writer who can be snuffed out by 
cavils of a tutorial drone is a poetaster silenced for 
his country's good. It is true, however, tbat to original 
minds, bubbling with spontaneity, or arrogant with the 
isciousness of power, the discipline is bard, and the re- 
straint excessive ; and that the men whom their colleges 
are most proud to remember, have handled them severely. 
Bacon inveighs against the scholastic trifling of his day ; 
MUton talks of the waste of time on litigious brawling ; 
Locke mocks at the logic of the schools ; Cowley com- 
plains of being taught words, not things; Gibbon rejoices 
over bis escape from the port and prejudice of Magdalen; 
Wordsworth contemns the " trade in classic niceties," and 
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roves "in magiaterial libertj" by the Cam, m afterward* 

among the hilla. 

But all titosc hostile critics owe much to the object of 
their AnimHdvcreion. Any echoolboy can refer the prefer- 
ence of Li^ht to Fruit in the X'ovttm Orgaaum, half of 
Comui nrnl Lyadas, the stately periods of the Decline and 
Fall, and the aevore beauties of Laodamia, to the better 
influcDcea of academic traiDiDg on the niindfi of their an- 
tbors. Similarly, the richest pages of Byron's work — from 
the date of The Cur»e of Minerva to that of the " lales of 
Gfceeo" — are brightened by lights and adorned by alln- 
Birins due to Lis training, imperfect as it was, on the slopes 
of Ilarrow, and the associations fostered daring his truant 
years by the slug^sh stream of his *' Injusta noverca." At 
her, however, he continued to r^l as late as the publication 
of Beppo, in the Tstli and 78th stanzas of which wc find 
another cause of complaint — 

"One 'btAKS an autlior that's all author, fvllows 
In foolacap uniforms tuni'il up with ink — 
So Terj anxious, ulaver, fia(>, and jtmlous, 

Ouo don't know wbat to ssy to them, or think." 

Tlien, after commending Scott, Rogers, and Moore for be- 
ins men of the world, he proceeds : — 

"But for the children of the 'might; mothera,' 
The would-be wits snii caii'c-)i« gentlemen, 
I leave thorn to the daily 'Tea ia readj,' 
Snug coterie, and literary lady." 

This attack, which called forth a counter-invective of 
unDBual forocity from some unknown scribbler, is the ex- 
pression of a sentiment which, sound enough witliin limits, 
Bj roil pushed to an extreme. He had a root«d dislike of 
)>i"'fi:ssioiiat liitirateun, and was always haunted by a, dread 
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that they would claiio equality with him on the common 
ground of authorship. He aspired through life to the \ 
soperiority of a double distinction— that of a peer among I 
poets, and a poet among peers. In this same spirit he re- ' 
sented the comparison frequently made between him and 
Boassean, and insisted on points of contrast. " He had a 
bad memory — I a good one. He was of the people — I of 
the aristocracy." Byron was capable of unbending where 
the difference of rank was so great that it could not bo 
ignored. On this principle we may explain Ida enthusi- 
astic regard for the chorister Eddleatone, from whom he 
received the comeUan that is tbo theme of some of his 
4, and whose untimely death in 1811 he sincerely 
mourned. 

Of his Harrow friends. Harness and Long in due coarse 
followed him to Cambridge, where their common pnrsuit» 
! renewed. With the latter — who was drowned in 1809, 
1 passage to Lisbon with his regiment — he spent a 
oonsidcrable portion of his time on the Cam, swimming 
and diving, in which art they were so expert as to pick np 
egvg, plates, thimbles, and coins from a depth of fourteen 
feetr— incidents recalled to the poet's mind by reading Mil- 
ton's invocation to Sabrina. During the same period he 
distingnished himself at cricket, as in boxing, riding, and 
shooting. Of his skill as a rider there are various accounts. 
He was an undoubted marksman, and his habit of carrying 
about pistols, and use of them wherever he went, was often 
a Bonroe of annoyance and alarm. He professed a theo- 
retical objection to duelling, but was aa ready to take a 
;hailenge as Scott, and more ready to send one. 

Regarding the masters and professors of Cambridge, 
6jTon has little to say. His own tutor, Tavell, appears 
pleasantly enough in bis verse, and he commends the head 
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«f Iiis college, Dr. Lort Manscl, for dignified demeanoar in 

liis ofBce and a past repatatioo for conviria] wit. His at- 
tentioDs to Professor Hailstone at Harrowgate were gra- 
cionsly ofiercd and received ; but in a letter to Miuraj he 
gives a gmphicallj abusive account of Porson, "Liccaping 
Greek like a Helot" in his cups. Tbe poet ivaa first intro- 
duced at Cambridge to a brilliant circle of contemporaries, 
whose talents or attainments soon made them more or leas 
conspicuous, and most of whom are interesting on their 
own account as well as from their connexion with the sab- 
sequent phases of his career. By common consent Charles 
Skinner Matthews, son of the member for Herefordshire, 
1802-6, was the most remarkable of the group. Distin- 
guished alike for scholarship, physical and mental courage, 
eubttoty of thought, humour of fancy, and fascinations of 
character, this young man seems to have made an impres- 
sion on tbe undei^raduates of his own, similar to that left 
by Charles Austin on those of a later generation. The 
loss of this friend Byron always regarded as an incalcula- 
ble calamity. In a note to Childe Harold he writes : " I 
should have ventured on a verse to the memory of Mat^ 
thews, were he not too much above all praise of mine. His 
powers of mind shown in the attainment of greater hon- 
ours, against the ablest candidates, than those of any grad- 
uate on record at Cambridge, have sufiiciently established 
his fame on the spot where it was acquired ; while his 
softer qualities live in the recollection of friends who loved 
too well to envy his superiority." He was drowned 

hen bathing alone among the reeds of the Cam, in the 
of 1811. 

In a letter written from Ravenna in 1820, Byron, in an- 

to a request for contributions to a proposed memoir, 

introduces into his notes muck autobiographical matter. 
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Id reference to a joint visit to Newstead he writes : "Mat- 
thews and myself bad travelled down from London to- 
gether, taiting alJ the way incessantly upon one single 
topic. When we got to Loughborough, I know not what 
chasm had made us diverge for a moment to some other 
Bubject, at which he was indignant ' Come,' said he, ' don't 
let us break through ; let us go on as we began, to oar 
journey's end ;' and so he continued, and was as entertain- 
ing as ever to the very end. He had previously occupied, 
during my year's absence from Cambridge, my rooms in 
Trinity, with the furniture ; and Jones (the gyp), in hia 
odd way, had said, in putting him in, ' Mr. Matthews, 1 rec- 
ommend to your attention not to damage any of the mov- 
ables, for Lord Byron, sir, b a young raan of tamullaou* 
pasxiorn.' Matthews was delighted with this, and wheo' 
ever anybody came to visit him, begged them to handle 
the very door with caution, and used to repeat Jones's ad- 
monition in his tone and manner. . . . He had the same 
droll sardonic way about everything. A wild Irishman, 
named F., one evening beginning to say something at a 
large snpper, Matthews roared, ' Silence !' and then, point- 
ing to F., cried out, in the words of the oracle, ' Orson ia 
endowed with reason.' When Sir Henry Smith was ei- 
pelled from Cambridge for a row with a tradesman named 
'Hiron,' Matthews solaced himself with shouting under 
Hiron's windows every evening — 



He was also of that band of scoffers who u»cd to rouse 
Lort Mansel from Lis slumbers io the lodge of Trinity ; 
and when he appeared at the window, foaming with wrath, 
and crying ont, ' I know yon, gentlemen — I know yon 1* 
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were wont to rqily, ' We beacodi tliec to bear ne, g 
Lort. Good Lort, deliver ns !' " 

The whole Jetti^r, written io the poct'e mature and x 
oral st^le, gives a vivid pictnre of the social life and etl^- 
roondings of his Cambridgo days : how mnch of tbe set 
and aentenUoua moralizing of some of his formal biogra- 
phers might we not have spared, for a report of the cobJ 
versatioD on the rood from London to Newgt«ad. Of ti 
others gathered round the same centre, Scrope Davies e 
listed the largest share of BjTon's affections. To bim li 
wrote after the catiwtrophe: "Come to me, Scrope; 
am almost desolate — left alone in the world. I had bsl 
yoQ, and H., and M., and let me cnjoj the sarvivors vlii 
I can." Later he nays, " Matthews, Davtes, HobhooBe, HoA J 
myself formed a coterie of onr own. Davies has alw^t J 
beaten us all in the war of words, and by uoUaqnial powBis a 
B delighted and kept us in order ; even M. yiddod | 
B dashing vivacity of S. D." The last is everywhere J 
commended for the brilliancy of his wit and repartee: he'f 
ir afraid to speak the truth. Once when the poet, , 
t of his Hts of petulance, exclaimed, intending to l 
"I shall go madP'' Dsviett \ 
" It is much more like a; 
9 the only man who ever 
B pecuniary obligation, having i 
le of strait. This was repaid ■ 
on March 27, 1814, when the pair sat up over cht 
and claret from six till midnight, after which " Scrope 
could not be got into the carriage on the way home, but 
remained tipsy and pious on his knees." Davies was 
ranch diaooneerted at the influence which the sceptical 
opinions of Matthews threatened to exercise over Byron'* 
mind. The fourth of this quadrangle of amity was ioim 
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Cam Hobhouse, afterwards Lord Broaghtoo, the steadfast 
friend of the poet's whole life, the companion of his travels, 
the witness of hia marriage, the executor of hia will, the 
zealouB guardian and vindicator of his fame. His ability 
is abandantly attested by the impression he left on his 
contemporaries, his published description of the Pilgrimage, 
and snbsequent literary and political career. Byron beara 
witness to the warmth of his affections and the charms of 
hia conversation, and to the candour which, as he confess- 
ed to Lady Blessington, sometimes tried his patience. 
There is little doubt that they had some misunderstanding 
when trarelling together, but it was a passing cloud. 
Eighteen months after iiis return the poet admits that 
Hobhouse was his best friend; and when lie unexpectedly 
walked up the stairs of the Palazzo Lanfranctii, at Pisa, 
Madame GuiccioH informs us that Byron was seized with 
anch violent emotion, and so extreme an esccss of joy, that 
it seemed to take away his strength, and he was forced to 
sit down in tears. 

On the edf;e of this inner circle, and in many respects 
associated with it, was the Rev. Francis Hodgson, a ripe 
scholar, good translator, a sound critic, a fluent writer of 
graceful verse, and a lai^- hearted divine, whose corre- 
spondence, recently edited with a connecting narrative by 
Lis son, has thrown light on disputed passages of Lord 
Byron's life. The views entertained by the friends on 
literary mutters were almost identical ; they both fought 
under the standards of the classic school ; they resented 
lame criticisms, they applauded the same snccessea, 
and were bound together by the strong tie of mutual ad- 
miration. Byron commends Hodgson's verses, and en- 
conrages him to write ; Hodgson recognizes in the Bardt 

I ResU'iBtrs and the early cantos of Ckilde Harold the 
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•ome for the first time reproduced n Hh rMeBtiy-p ahiZil " 
«d Memoir, we are stmck by tbe mixtare of aodachr aad 
Mperficial dogmatism, sometimes amounting to dbooten 
that U apt to characterize the negations of a yootbfti] scmk 
tic. In September, I8II, Byron writes from Newstead: 
"I will have Dothlng to do with yoor immortalitr ; we 
are miserable enough in this life, without the absurdity (^ 
q>ecuiating upon another. Christ came to save men, bat 
« good P^n wilt go to heaTen, and a bad Xazarene to 
hell, I am no Platoniat, I am nothing at all ; but I would 
aooner be a Paalician, Manichean, Spinozist, Gentile, Pyr- 
rhonion, Zoroaatrian, than one of the wventy-two rilhunoiu 
BOCtA who arc tearing each other to pieces for the lore of 
the Lord and hatred of each other. I will bring ten 
MoMulmcn, shall shame yon all in good-will towards men 
Mid prayer to God." On a similar outbnrst in verse, the 
Rev. F. Hodgson comments with a sweet humanity, "The 
poor dear soul meant notiiing of this." Elsewhere the 
pool writes, " I have read Watson to Gibbon. He proves 
nothing; »o I am whore I was, verging towards Spinoza; 
■nil yet it in a gloomy creed ; and I want a better ; but 
thoro in wjmething piigan in me that I cannot shake ofiE. 
In ahort, I deny milhin^, hut douhl tverything." But his 
■arly attltndo on matters of religion is best set forth in a 
ttor toGlSord, of 1B13, in which he says, "I am no bigot 
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to intidelity, HTid did not expect that, becanae I doubted 
the immortality of man, I should be charged with denying 
the enistence of a God, It waa the comparative inaifj- 
nificance of ourselves and our world, wheD placed in com- 
parison of the mighty whole of which man is an atom, 
that first led me to imagine that our pretensions to eterni- 
ty njight be overrated. This, and being early disgusted 
with a Calvinistic Scotch school, where I waa cudgelled t'> 
church for the first ten years of my life, afflicted me with 
this malady ; for, after all, it is, I believe, a disease of ihe 
mind, as much as other kinds of hypochondria." 

Hodgson was a type of friendly forbearance and loyal 
attachment, which had for their return a perfect open- 
heartedness in his correspondent. To no one did the poet 
more freely abuse himself ; to no one did ho indulge in 
more reckless sallies of humour; to no one did he more 
readily betray his Httte conceits. From hini Byron sought 
and received advice, and he owed to him the prevention 
of what might have been a most foolish and disastrous 
encounter. On the other hand, the clerfiyman was the 
recipient of one of the poet's many single-hearted acts of 
munificence — a gift of 1000/., to pay off debts to which 
he had been left heir. In a letter to his uncle, the former 
gratefully alludes to this generosity : " Oh, if you knew 
the exultation of heart, aye, and of head too, I feel at beinjc 
free from those depressing embarrassments, you would, as 
I do, bless ray dearest friend and brother, Byron." Tho 
whole transaction is a pleasing record of a benefit that was 
neither sooner nor later resented by the receiver. 

Among other associates of the same gronp should bn 
mentioned Henry Drury — long Hodgson's intimate friend, 
and ultimately hia brother-in-law, to whom many of 
Byron's first series of letters from abroad are addressed — 
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and Kobert ChaHes Dallas, a name surroonded with various 
ABBOciatiuriB, wbo pkycd a not iasignificsnt part in Byroo's 
history, and, after his death, helped to swell the throng of 
hia aunotatore. This gentleman, a connexion by manii^, 
and author of some now forgotten novels, first made ac- 
quaintance with the poet ia London early in 1808, when 
we have two letters from Byron, in answer to some com- 
pliment on his early volume, in which, though addreawng 
his correspondent merely as " Sir," his flippancy and habit 
of boasting of excessive badness reach an absurd climas. 

Meanwhile, during the intervals of his attendance at col- 
lege, Byron had made other friends. Ilts yacationa were 
divided between London and Southwell, a small town oa 
the road from Mansfield and Newark, once a refuge of 
Charles L, and still adorned by an old Norman minster. 
Here Mrs. Byron for several summer seasons took up her 
abode, and was frequently joined by her son. He was in- 
troduced to John Pigot, a medical student of Edinburgh, 
and his sister Elizabeth, both endowed with talents above 
the average, and keenly interested in literary pursuits, to 
whom a number of hia letters are addressed; also to the 
Rev. J. T. Becher, author of a treatise on the state of the 
poor, to whom he was indebted for encouragement and 
counsel. The poet often rails at the place, whJoh ha 
found dull in comparison with Cambridge and London ; 
writing from the latter, in 1607: "0 Southwell, how I 
rejoice to have left thee ! and how I curse the heavy houra 
I dragged along for so many months among the Mohawks 
■who inhabit your kraals !" and adding that his sole eatis- 
faction during his residence there was having pared off 
some ponnds of flesh. Notwithstanding, in the small but 
select society of this inland watering-place he passed, on 
the whole, a pleasant time — listening to the music of the 
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simple ballada in which he deJighted, taking part in the 
perfonnaDces of the local theatre, making excursions, and 
writing verses. Tbia otherwise qniet time was diatarhed 
by exhibitions of violence on the part of Mrs. Bjron, 
which snggest the idea of insanity. After one more out- 
rageooa than usual, both mother and son arc said to have 
gone to the neighbouring apothecary, each to rt'qneat him 
not to supply the other with poison. On a later occasion, 
when he had been meeting her bursts of rage with stub- 
born mockery, she flung a poker at Lis head, and narrowly 
missed her aim. Upon this he took flight to London, and 
his Hydra or Alccto, as he calls her, followed : on their 
meeting, a truce was patched, and they withdrew in oppo- 
site directions, she back to Southwell, he to refrcBh him- 
self on the Sussex coast, till in the August of the same 
year (1806) he again rejoined her. Shortly afterwards we 
have from Pigot a description of a trip to Harrowgate, 
when his lordship's favourite Newfoundland, Boatswain, 
whose relation to his master recalls that of Bounce to 
Pope, or Maida to Scott, sat on the box. 

In November Byron printed fur private circulation the 
first issue of his javenile poems. Mr. Becher having call- 
ed his attention to one which he thought objectionable, 
the impression was destroyed ; and the author set to work 
upon another, which, at once weeded and amplifiod, saw 
the light in January, 1807. He sent copies, under the 
title of Juvenilia, to several of his friends, and among oth- 
ers to Henry Mackenzie {the Man of Feeling), and to 
fVaser Tytler, Lord Woodhouselee. Encouraged by their 
favonrablc notices, he determined to appeal to a wider au- 
dience, and in March, 1807, the Hours of Idleness, still 
proceeding from the local press at Newark, were given to 



the world. In June wo find the poet again writing from 
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growth in beigbt and redaction io girth, his late hours 
and heavy potations, bis comrades, and the prospects of 
hia book. From July to September he dates from Lon- 
don, excited by the praises of some now obscure magazine, 
and planning a journey to tbe Hebrides. In October he is 
again settled at Cambridge, and in a letter to Misa Pig- 
ot, makes a humorous reference to one of hia fantastic 
freaks : " I have got a new friend, the finest in the world 
— a tatne bear. When I brought him here, they aaked me 
what I meant to do with him, and my reply was, ' He 
should sit for a fellowship.' This answer delighted them 
not." The greater part of the spring and summer of 
1 808 was spent at Dorant's Hotel, Albemarle Street Left 
to himself, he seems during this period for the first time 
to have freely indulged in dissipations, which are in most 
lives more or less carefully concealed. But Byron, with 
almost unparalleled folly, was perpetually taking the pablic 
into his confidence, and all his " sins of blood," with the 
strange additions of an imaginiitive effrontery, have been 
thrust before us in a manner which even Theophile Gau- 
tier might have thought indelicate. N'ature and circnm- 
stances conspired to the result. With passions which he 
is fond of comparing to the fires of Vesuvius and Hecla, 
s entrance into a social life which his rank 
helped to surround with temptations, unconscious of any 
sufficient motive for resisting them ; he had no one to re- 
strain him from the whim of the moment, or with suf- 
ficient authority to give him effective advice. A tempera 
ment of general despondency, relieved by reckless out- 
bursts of animal spirits, is the least favourable to habitual 
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sdf-coDtrol. The melancholy of Byron was not of the 
pensive and innocent kind attributed to Cowley, rather 
that of the niXayyoXiitoi of whom AriBtotle asserts, with 
profonnd psychological or physiological intuition, that 
they are ad iv a^olp^ ofii^ci. The absurdity of Mr. 
Moore's freijuent declaration, that all great poets are inl}' 
wrapt in perpetual gloom, is only to be excused by the 
modesty which, in the saying so, obviously excludes hiot- 
self from the list, But it is true that anomalous energies 
are sources of inoeaaant irritation to their possessor, until 
they have found their proper vent in the free exercise of 
his highest faculties. Byron had not yet done this, when 
he was rushing about between London, Brighton, Cam- 
bridge, and Newstead — shooting, gambling, swimming, al- 
ternately drinking deep and trying to starve himself into 
elegance, green -room hunting, travelling with disguised 
companions," patronizing D'Egville the dancing- master, 
Grimaldi the olown, and taking lessons from Mr. Jackson, 
the distinguished professor of pugilism, to whom he after- 
wards affectionately refers as his " old friend and corporeal 
pastor and matter." There is no inducement to dwell on 
amonrs devoid of romance, further than to remember 
that they never trenched on what the common code of 
the fashionable world terms dishonour. Wc may believe 
the poet's later assertion, backed by want of evidence to 
the contrary, that ho had never been the first means of 
leading any one astray — a fact perhaps worthy the atten- 

' Id reference to one of these, see an interesting letter fmm Mr. 
Minto to the Alhenaum in the year 1876, in which, with oonsidera- 
ble though not coacluBiTe ingenuity, he endcuvonrs to identify the 
girl with "Thyraa" and with "Aatartfi," whom lie regards bb the 
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thtmglk I— iih al tUs year of km tt& wik paaHd Bqmf- 
iliU;, fron it diU* ths uipabe that ftvnkai hn to prt 
bulk^pomm. TheMdMmrfk^mlkthmmadttmlim 
Bamn y IMntm, appMind u Mmli, ISOSL IUb pv»- 
daetioa, bj Lord Broagkan. b s ■ptcti—i of tlie toa»- 
hawk itrls of critidmi prevalesl m ^b» qmIt johb oC thft 
e—tiiry, in whieb tbe matn motiTe of the aitk ^na, sot to 
JmI fiiMj with bb aathor, bat to acqnn for hiM^rtf ■■ 
«Mgr npabtiMi for clereneM^ bjr a «cfiM of nmt, ce*- 
ttmytunm mUmuh. Tiken wpantdj, the sttietim ot 
the XdUburgk am snfficieatiir JQst, and the p— g c a 
4{B0tol for c«ttMm are all bad. Bjtod'e geniiia aa a poet 
ma not nmarlubly precociua^ Tbe Moart of Ultmam 
addom liM, «ther in tbougfat or eipresaton, ver; far 
above tbe average level of javenilc verse ; maoT of the 
piecca in tbe coUection are weak imitations, or common- 
phioe deMripUoDs; others, eaggested by circumstances of 
local or temporary interest, had served their tarn before 
earning into print. Their previiiliDg sentiment is an affec- 
tation of roiuDthropy, conveyed in sach line* as these: — 

" Wesr^ of love, of life, derour'd with spleen, 
I rest, ■ perfect TimoD, Dot niueteea." 



This mawkish element unfortunately survives in mnch 
of the antfaor's later verse. But even ia this volume there 
are iiidicatjona of force and command. The Prayer of 
Nalitre indeed, though previously written, was not in- 
cluded in the edition before the notice of the critic ; but 
the Boniid of Loth-na- Gair and some of tie stanzas on 
Neatttad ought to have saved him from the mistake of 
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his impudent advice. The poet, who through life waited 
■with feverish anxiety for every verdict on his work, is re- 
ported, after reading the review, to have looked like a man 
about to send a challenge. In the midst at a transparent 
show of indiScrenco, he confeascs to have drunk three bot- 
tles of claret on the evening of itu appearance. But the 
wound did not mortify into torpor ; the Sea-Kings' blood 
stood him in good stead, und be was not long in collect- 
ing bis strength for the pantbcr-like spring, which, gaining 
strength by its delay, twelve months later made it impos- 
sible for him to be oonteinned. 

The last months of the year he spent at Newstead, va- 
cated by the tenant, who had left the building in the tnni- 
ble-down condition in which he found it. Byron was, by 
his own aukuowledgment, at this time " heavily dipped," 
generosities having combined with selfish extravagances 
to the result; he had no funds to subject the place to any- 
thing like a thorough repair, but he busied himself in ar- 
ranging a few of the rooms for his own present and his 
mother's after use. About this date he writes to her, be- 
ginning in bis usual style, " Ccar Madam," saying he has 
as yet no rooms ready for her reception, but that on his 
departure she shall be tenant till his return. During this 
interval he was studying Pope, and carefully maturing hi* 
own satire. In November the dog Boatswain died in a 
fit of madness. The event called forth the famous burst 
of misanthropic verse, ending with the couplet — 



and the inscription on the mooumcnt that still remains ii 
the gardens of Newstead — 



M BTROH. 

" Near this spot 

Are deposited the remaini of one 

Whu poaaesaed Btautj without Vuiilj, 

Strength without Inaolence, 

Courage without Ferocity, 

And all the virtues of Han without hia Vicea. 

This Pmiee, which would be unmeauiDg Flaneij 

If inacribed over bumati aahes, 

I9 but a just tribute to tbe Memory of 

BoulBwain, a Dog. 

Wbo was bom at Newfouodlaad, Hij, 1803, 

And died at Newslcad Abbey, November 18, 1S08." 

On Jatiuaiy 23, 1809, bis lordship's coming of age was 
celebrated with festivities, cnrtailed of their proportions 
by his limited means. Eariy in spring be paid a visit to 
London, bringing the proof of bis satire to the publisher, 
Cawtborae. From St. James's Street be writes to Mrs. 
Byron, on the death of Lord Falkland, who bad been kill- 
ed in a duel, and expresses a sympathy for bis family, left 
in destitute circumstances, whom he proceeded to relieve 
with a generosity only equalled by tbe delicacy of the 
manner in which it was sbown. Referring to bis owe 
embarrassment, be proceeds in the expression of a resolve, 
often repeated, " Come what may, Newstead and I stand 
or fall together. I have now lived on tbe spot — I have 
fixed my heart on it; and no pressure, present or future, 
shall induce mo to barter the last vestige of our inherit- 
ance." He was building false hopes on the result of tbe 
suit for the Rochdale property, wbicb, being dragged from 
court to court, involved him in heavy expenses, with no 
satisfactory result. He took bis seat in the House of 
Lords on the 13th of March, and Mr. Dallas, who accom- 
panied him to tbe bar of the House, has left an account of 
his somewhat unfortunate demeanour. 
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"His countenance, paler than aaual, showed that his 
mind was agitated, and that be was thinking of the noble- 
man to whom be had once looked for a hand and counte- 
nance in his introduction. There were very few persona 
in the House. Lord Eldon was goiog through some ordi- 
nary business. When Lord Byron had taken the oaths, 
the Chancellor quitted his seat, and went towards him 
with a smile, putting oat bis hand warmly to welcome 
him ; and, though I did not eatcb the words, I saw that 
he paid him some compliment. This was all thrown 
away upon Lord Byron, who made a stiff bow, and put 
the tips of his fingers into the Chancellor's hand. The 
Chancellor did not press a welcome so received, but re- 
sumed his seat ; while Lord Byron carelessly seated hitn- 
seif for a few minutes on one of tlie empty benches to the 
left of the throne, usually occupied by the lords in Oppo- 
sition. When, on his joining me, I expressed what I had 
felt, he said, ' If I had shaken hands heartily, he would 
hare set me down for one of his party ; but I will have 
nothing to do with them on either side. I have taken 
my seat, and now 1 will go abroad.' " 

A few days later the EnglUk Bardt and Scotch Re- 
viewers appeared before the public. The first anonymous 
edition was exhaosted in a month ; a second, to which the 
author gave his name, quickly followed. He was wont at 
a later date to disparage this production, and frequently 
recanted many of his verdiote in marginal notes. Several, 
indeed, seem to have been dictated by feelings so transi- 
tory, that in the course of the correction of proof blame 
was turned into praise, and praise into blame ; i.e., he wrote 
in MS. before he met the agreeable author— 

" I leave topographj' to coioomU Gcll ;" 



we h&ve liiii second thonght ia the first edition, before he 
saw the Troad — 

" I leBTG topognipb; to classic Oell i" 
and bia third, half-way in censure, ia the fiftli — 

" 1 leave topogrsphj to rapid GeD." 

Of BQch materiaJB are literary jadgmcnts made ! 

The Buccess of Byron's satire was due to the fact of Ha 
being the only good thing of its kind since ChnrchiU — for 
in the Baviad and Mixviad only butterflies were broken 
□pon the wheel — and to its being the first promise of a 
new power. The Bards and Reviewert also enlisted sym- 
pathy, from its vigorous attack npon the critics who had 
hitherto asaomcd the prerogative of attack. Jeffrey and 
Brougham were seethed in their own milk ; and ODt«iders, 
whose credentials were stij] being examined, as Moore and 
Campbell, came in for tbcir share of vigorous vituperation. 
The Lakers fared worst of ail. It was the beginning of 
the author's life-long war, only once relaxed, with Southey. 
Wordsworth — though against this passage is written "an- 
just," a concession not much sooner made than withdrawn 
— i» dubbed an idiot, who — 

"Both b^ precept and eiampie shows, 
That prose \s verse, and verse is oqIt proae ;" 

and Coleridge, a baby — 

" To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear." 

The lines ridiculing the encounter between Jeffrey and 
Moore are a fair specimen of the accuracy with which the 
author had caught the ring of Pope's antithesis : — 



I 
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" The aurlj Tolbooth acarcelj kept hvt place. 
The Tolbooth felt— for marble sometimes can, 
Od neb occasion?, feel ae toacb bb mao — 
The Tolbooth felt defrauilod of her churma, 
If Jeffrey died, except within her arms." 

Meanwhile Byroa bad again retired to Nenstead, where 
he invited some choice spirits to hold a few weeks of faro- 
well revel. Matthews, one of these, gives an account of 
the place, and the time they spent there — entering the 
mansion between a bear and a wolf, amid a aalro of pistol- 
ahote ; sitting np to all hours, tallung politics, philosophy, 
poetry ; hearing stories of the dead lords, and the ghost 
of the Black Brother; drinking their wine ont of the 
stull-cup which the owner had made out of the cranium 
of some old monk dug up in the garden ; breakfasting at 
two, then reading, fencing, riding, cricketing, sailing on 
the lake, and playing with the bear or teasing the wolf. 
The party broke up without having made themnelvea re- 
sponsible for any of the orgies of which Childo Harold 
raves, and which Dallas in good earnest accepts as vera- 
cious, when the poet and bis friend Hobhouse started for 
Falmouth, on their way " otitre mer," 



CHAPTER IV. 

TWO TIAB8 OF TRAVEL. 

Thirk is no romance of Munchausen or Damas more 
marvellous than the adventures attributed to Lord Byron 
abroad. Attached to his first expedition are a series of 
narratives, by profeBsiDg eye-witnCBses, of hia intrigues, en- 
connters, acts of diablerie and of munificence, in particular 
of bis roaming about the isles of Greece and taking pos- 
session of one of them, which have all the same relation 
to reality as the Arabian NigkU to the actual reign of 
Haroun Al Easchid.' 

Byron had far more than an average share of the imigri 
spirit, the counterpoise in the English race of their other- 
wise arrogant isolation. He held with Wilhelm Meister — 



and wrote to his mother from Athens : " I am so convinced 
of the advantages of looking at mankind, instead of read- 
ing abont tbem, and the bitter effects of staying at homo 
with all the narrow prejndices of an islander, that I think 
there should be a law amongst us to send our young men 
abroad for a terra, among the few allies our wars have left 
ns." 

' Those who wish to read them are referred to the lai^ three vol. 
iimefl — published in 1828, by Mr. Hey, Portman Square — of anony- 
mous autborsbip. 
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On June 11th, having borrowed money at heavy inter- 
est, and stored his mind with information about Persia and 
India, tUe contemplated but unattaiued goal of his travels, 
he left London, accompanied by his friend Hobhouse, 
Fletcher his valet, Joe Murray his old butler, and Robert 
Rushton, the son of one of bis tenants, supposed to be rep- 
resented by the Page in Chtlde Harold. The two latter, 
the one on account of his age, the other from his health 
breaking down, he sent back to England from Gibraltar. 

Becalmed for some days at Falmouth, a town which he 
describes as " full of Quakers and salt fish," he despatched 
letters to his mother, Drury, and Hodgson, eshibiting the 
changing moods of his mind. Smarting under a slight he 
had received at patting from a school-companion, who had 
excused himself from a farewell meeting on the plea that 
he had to go shopping, he at one moment talks of his des- 
olation, and sajB that, "leaving England without regret," 
he has thought of entering the Turkish service ; in the 
next, especially in the stanzas to Hodgson, be runs oS into 
a strain of boiateroua buffoonery. On the 2nd of July, the 
packet by which he was bound sailed for Lisbon, and ar- 
rived there about the middle of the month, wheu the Eng- 
lish fleet was anchored in the Tagus. The poet in some 
of his stanzas has described the fine view of the port and 
the disconsolate dirtiness of the city itself, the streets of 
which were at that time rendered dangerous by the fre- 
quency of religious and political assassinations. Nothing 
else remains of his sojourn to interest us, save the state- 
ment of Mr. Ilobhouse, that his friend made a more peril- 
ous, though leas celebrated, achievement by water than 
his crossing the Hellespont, in swimming from old Lisbon 
to Belem Castle. Byron praises the neigbbounDg Clntra 
as " the most beautiful village in the world," though he 
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joins nitb Wordsworth in hcDping anathemas on the Con- 
vention, and extols the graDdear of Mafra, tbo BsoBrial of 
Portugal, in the convont of which a monk, showing the 
travetier a large library, askod if the English had any J 
books in their country. Despatching his baggage and"! 
eeiraiits by sea to Gibraltar, ho and hia friend started on ^ 
horseback through the soutli-wcst of Spain. Their first 
resting-place, after a ride of 400 miles, performed at an 
average rate of seventy in the twenty-four hours, was Se- 
ville, where they lodged for three days in the house of two 
ladies, to whose attractions, as well aa the fascination he I 
seems to have exerted over them, the poet somewhat gaiv I 
Tulonsly refers. Here, too, ho saw, parading on the Pr&do, J 
the famous Maid of Saropo»m, whom he celebrates in biftj 
equally famous stanzaa (Ckilde Harold, I., 54—68). 
Cadiz, the next stage, he writes with enthnsiasm aa a mod- J 
era Cythera, describing the bull-fighta in his verse, and Ihe.^ 
beauties in glowing prose. The belles of this city, he aaya, I 
are the Lancashire witches of Spain; and by reason ofl 
them, rather than the aea-shore or the Sierra Morena, 4 
" sweet Cadiz is the first spot in the creation." Hence, j 
by an English frigate, they sailed to Gibraltar, for which 1 
place he has nothing but curses, Bpou had no sympathy I 
with the ordinary forms of British patriotism, and : 
great struggle with the tyranny of the First Empire, he 'J 
may almost be said to have sympathized with Napoleon. 

The ship stopped at Gagliari, in Sardinia, and again at | 
Oiigenti, on the Sicilian coast. Arriving at Malta, they j 
halted there for three weeks — time enough to establish a I 
sentimental, though Platonic, flirtation with Mrs. S| 
Smith, wife of our minister at Constantinople, sister-in-law i 
of the famous admiral, and the heroine of some exciting 1 
adventures. She is the " Fiorence " of Childe Harold, J 
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and ia afterwards addressed in some of tbe most ^aceful 

verses of his cavalier minatrelsy — 

" Da thou. BinidBt the f nir while ir&tls, 

If Cadiz j>ii be free, 
At times from out her latticed billa 

Look o'er tlie ditrk blue sex — 
Tben think upon Oalypea't Ulea, 

Enileac'd bj dara gone by — 
To ollicra give ■ thouauid BmileB, 

To me a single Eigli." 

The only otber adventure of the visit is ByTon'a qnarrel 
with an officer, on some unrecorded ground, wliicli Hob- 
boose tells OS nearly reanlted in a duel. The friends left 
Malta on September 39th, in tbe war-ship " Spider," and 
after anchoring off Patraa, and spending a few hours ou 
shore, they skirted the coast of Acarnania, in view of local- 
ities — as Ithaca, tbe Lcucadian rock, and Actium — whow) 
dassio memories filtered through the poet's mind and 
found a place in bia masterpieces. Landing at IVevisa, 
they started on a tonr throngh Albania — 

'■O' 
" Through lands et 

Byron was deeply impressed by the beauty of tbe scenery, 
and the half -savage independence of the people, described 
aa " always strutting about with slow dignity, though in 
rags." In October we find bim with bis companions at 
Janina, hospitably enterfained by order of Ali Pasha, tbo 
famoufl Albanian Turk, bandit, and despot, then engaged 
in besieging Ibrahim in Illyria. They proceeded on their 
way by " bleak Pindus," Acbenieia's lake, and Zitza, with 
its monastery door battered by robbers. Before reaeldng 
the latter place tbey encountered a terrific thunder-storm, 



in the midst of which they separated, and Byron's detacb- 
ment lost its nay for nine boars, duriog which he com- 
posed the verses to Florence, quoted above. 

Some days later they together arrived at Tepelleni, and 
were there received by AJi Pasha in person. The scene on 
«ntering the town ia described as recalling Scott's Brauk- 
some Castle and the feudal system ; and the introduction 
to Ali, who sat for some of the traits of the poet's corsairs, 
is graphically reproduced in a letter to Mrs. Byron. " His 
first question was, why at so early an age I left my conn- 
try, and without a ' lala,' or nurse ? Ho then said the Eng- 
lish minister had told him I was of a great family, and de- 
sired his respects to my mother, which I now present to 
you (date, November 12th), He said be was certain I wa» 
a man of birth, becauRc I had small ears, curling hur, and 
little white bands. He told me to consider him as a far 
ther whilst I was iu Tnrtey, and said he looked on me as 
his son. Indeed he treated nie lilce a child, sending me 
almonds, fruit, and sweetmeats twenty times a day." By- 
ron shortly afterwards discovered his host to be a poisoner 
and an assassin. " Two days ago," he proceeds, in a pas- 
sage which illustrates his character and a common erperi- 
ence, " I was nearly lost in a Turkish ahip-of-war, owing to 
the ignorance of the captain and crew. Fletcher yelled 
after his wife ; the Greeks called on all the saints, the Mos- 
snlmen on Alia; the captain burst into tears and ran be- 
low deck, telling ns to call on GoH. The sails were split, 
the mainyard shivered, the wind blowing fresh, the night 
setting in ; and all our chance was to make for Corfu — 
or, as F. pathetically called it, ' a watery grave,' I did 
what I could to console him, but finding him incorrigible, 
■wrapped myself in my Albanian capote, and lay down on 
the deck to wait the worst." Unable from bis lameness. 
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says Hobbonse, to be of aay aasistaiice, ho in a abort time 
was fonnd aroid the trembling sailors fast asleep. They 
got back to the coast of Siili, and shortly afterwards start 
ed through Acaruania and .jEtolia for the Morea, again re- 
joicing in the wild scenery and tbe apparently kindred 
spirits of the wild men among whom they passed. Byron 
was especially fascinated by the fire-light dance and song 
of tbe robber band, which he describes and reproduces in 
Ckilde Sarold. On the 2lBt of November be reached 
Mesolonghi, where, fifteen years later, be died. Here be 
dismissed most of his escort, proceeded to Patras, and on to 
Tostizza, caught sight of Parnassus, and accepted a flight 
of eagles near Delphi as a favouring sign of Apollo. "The 
last bird," he writes, " I ever fired at was an eaglet on the 
shore of the Gulf of Lcpanto. It was only wounded, and 
I tried to save it — tbe eye was bo bright. But it pined 
and died in a few days ; and I never did since, and never 
will, attempt the life of another bird." From Livadia the 
travellers proceeded to Thebes, visited the cave of Tropho- 
Dius, Diana's fountain, the so-called ruins of Pindar's house, 
and the field of Cheronea, crossed Cithseron, and on Christr 
tnas, 1809, arrived before the defile, near the ruins of Phyle, 
where he bad his first glimpse of Athens, which evoked the 
famous lines : — 

" Ancient of liajB, august Athenik 1 where, 
Where arc th^ men of might ? tby gruid in soul ? 
Gone, glimmering through the droams of things that were. 
IlrBt in the race that ltd t« gloiy's goal, 
They won, and paifs'd away : is this the whole — • 
A Bchoolboy'fl tale, the wonder of an hour V 

After which ho reverts to bis perpetnally recurring moral, 
" Men come and go ; but the bills, and waves, and skie^ 
and stars endure" — 



" J^M)Ue Btill tbf long, long sunuDer ^de ; 
Sdll in his boam Hendeti'B mftrblea glare ; 
Art, glory, frecdoiQ faU — but nature Still ifl fair." 

The duration of Lord Byron's first visit to Atbens was - 
about tbrcc months, and it was varied by excuraiona to 
different parts of Attica — Elcosis, UymettiiB, Cape Colon- 
na, Suniuin, the scene of Falconer's shipwreck, the Colo- 
uos of CEdipus, and Marathon, the plain of ivhioh is aaid 
to have be«n placed at hia disposal for about the same 
aum that thirty years later an American volunteered to 
give for the bark with his name od the tree at Newatead. 
Byron had a poor opinion of the modem Atheniane, who 
eoem to have at this period done their beat to justify the 
Roman Batiriat. He found them superficial, cunningv and 
false; but, with generous historic insight, he says that no 
nation in like circumstances would have been much bet- 
ter; that they had the vices of ages of slavery, from 
which it would require ages of freedom to emancipate 
them. 

In the Greek capital he lodged at the house of a re- 
spectable lady, widow of an English vice-consul, who had 
three daughters, the eldest of wliom, Theresa, acquired 
an Innocent and enviable fame as the Maid of Athens, 
without the dangerous glory of hiving taken any very 
firm hold of the heart that ahe waa asked to retnm. A 
more solid passion was the poet's genuine indignation on 
the " lifting," in Border phrase, of the marbles from the 
Parthenon, and their being taken to England by order of 
Lord Elgin. Byron never wrote anything more sincere 
than the Curse of Minerva ; and be has recorded few in- 
cidents more pathetic than that of the old Greek who, 
when the last stone was removed for exportati 
tears and said "rt'Xoc!" The question is still an open 
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one of ethics. There are few Eaglishnien of the higbor 
rank who do not bold LoDdon in the right hand as bun> 
ly balanced by the rest of the world in the left; a judg* 
ment in which we can hardly expect Romans, Fariniani, 
and Atheniaoa to concur. On the other hand, the mnr- 
bles w«re moald^ring at Athens, and they are preserved, 
like ^nger, in the British Mnsenm. 

Among the adventures of this period are sn expodilinn 
^croes the Uissaa to some caves near Eharyati, in which 
the travellers were by Accident nearly entombed ; anoth' 
er to Fentelicas, where they tried to carve their names 
on the marble rock ; and a third to the environs of the 
PirffiDs in tlie evening light. Early in March the con- 
venient departure of an English sloop -of -war induocd. 
them to make an excursion to Smyrna. There, on the 
38th of March, the second canto of Childe /farold, be- 
gun' in the previous autumn at Janina, was completed. 
They remsined in the neighbourhood, visiting Ephesiis, 
without poetical result fnrther than a reference to the 
jackals, in the Siepe of Corinth ; and on April 11th left 
by the "Salsett«," a frigate on its way to Constantinople, 
The vessel touched at the Troad, and Byron spent aonin 
time on land, snipe -shooting, and rambling among thn 
reputed ruins of Ilium. The poet chamoteristically, in 
Don Juan and elsewhere, attacks the sceptics, and then 
half ridicules the belief. 

" I've Blood upon Achilles' lomb, 
And heard Troj doubted 1 Time will doubt of Rome I 

There, on the green and Tillage-cotled hill, is, 
Flank'd by the Belleepoot. and by the sea, 
Entomb'd the brarcst of the brsve Achillei. — 
Tbey ss; so : Bryint saya the contrscj." 
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Bdag ugaio tlcUined in the Dardaoellea, waiting for ■ 
fair wind, Byroo landed on the Eoropean nde, and Bwam, 
in company with Lieateoaat Elienhead, from Se«tos to 
Abydnt — a pRrformancc of which he boasts some twen^ 
tiniM. The HtKOgtb of the carrent in the main difficulty 
of a feat, vince to aurpaMcd as to have paaaed from no- 
tice ; but it wan a templing theme for classical allusions. 
At lengith, on May 14, he reached Constantinople, exalted 
the Golden Horn above all the sighte be had seen, and 
DOW first Abandoned hie design of travelling to Perua. 
Oalt, and other more or less gowipping travellers, have ac- 
cumulated a number of incidents of tbe poet's life at thia 
period, of his fanciful dress, blazing in scarlet and gold, 
and of bin soKiutimufl absurd contentious for tbe privileges 
of rank — as when bo demanded precedence of tbe Eng- 
lish ambassador in an interview with tbe Hultan, and, on 
iti rofiisal, could only be pacified by tbe assurances of the 
Austrian internuncio. In converae with indifferent per- 
sona be displaj'oil a curious alternation of frankness and 
hauteur, and indulged a habit of letting people up and 
down, by wbicb be frequently gave offence. More inter- 
esting arc narratives of the suggestion of some of his 
versos, as tho slave-market in Don Juan, and the specta- 
clo of tbo dead criminal tossed on the wbvcb, revived in 
tbe Bride of Abydos. One example is, if we except 
Dante's UgoUno, the most remarkable instance in litera- 
ture of the expansion, without tho weakening, of tbe hoi^ 
rible. Take first Mr. Hobhouee's plain prose : " The sen- 
sations produced by tbe state of the weather" — it was 
wretched and stormy when tbey left the " Salsetto " for 
tho city — "and leaving a comfortable cabin, were in uni- 
son with tbe impressions which we felt when, passing 
under the palace of tbe Sultans, and gazing at tho gloomy 
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cypress which rises nbove the walls, we saw two dogs 
gnawing a dead body." After this we raay measare the 
almost fiendish force of a morbid imagination brooding 
over the incident — 

" And he bbk the lean doga bcncatli the wall 
Hold o'er the dcsd their unrDivii] : 
Gorging and grunling o'er uan'iLBB and limb, 
Ibej vere too bus; to bark al bim. 
From a Tartar'a flkull they bad stripp'd the flesh, 
Ab je peel the Gg when its fruit is fresh ; 
And their while tusks cnincbed on the whiter skull, 
As it slipp'd througli Cbeir jaws when tbeir edge grew dull" 

No one ever more persistently converted the incidents of 
travel into poetic material ; bnt aomotimes, in doing bo, he 
borrowed more lai^cly from his imagination than Lis mem- 
ory, as in the description of the seraglio, of which there is 
reason to doubt his having seen more than the entrance. 

Byron and Hobhouso set sail from Constantinople on 
the 14th July, 1810 — the latter to return direct to Eng- 
land, a determination which, from no apparent fault on 
either side, the former did not regret One incident of 
the passive derives interest from its possible consequence. 
Taking up, and unsheathing, a yataghan which he found 
on the quarter-deck, be remarked, " I should lite to know 
how a person feels after committing a murder." This 
harmless piece of melodrama — the idea of which is ex- 
panded in Mr. Dobell's Balder, and parodied in Firmilian 
— ^may have been the basis of a report afterwards circu- 
lated, and accepted among others by Goethe, that his lord- 
ship had committed a murder ; hence, obviously, the char- 
acter of Lara, and the mystery of Manfred! The poet 
parted from his friend at Zea (Ceos) ; after spending some 
time in solitude on the little island, he returned to Athens, 
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find there renewed Acqnaiotance with bU school friend, the 
MarquU of Slivo, who after a few days accompanied liim 
to Corinth. Tliey then separated, and Byron went on to 
Patras, in the Morea, where he had business with the Con- 
8ul, He dates from there at the close of July, It is im- 
possible to give a consecutiye account of his life during 
the next ten months, a period consequently filled up with 
the contradictory and absurd mass of legends before re- 
ferred to. A few facts only of any interest are cxtricable. 
During at least half of the time his head-quarters were 
at Athens, where he again met his friend the Marquis, 
associated with the English Consul and Lady Iloster Stan- 
hope, studied Romaic in a Franciscan monastery — where 
he saw and conversed with a motley crew of French, Ital- 
ians, Danes, Greeks, Turks, and Americana — wrot« to his 
mother and others, saying he had swnm from Sestos to 
Abydos, was sick of Fletcher bawling for beef and beer, 
had done with authorship, and hoped, on his return, to lead 
a quiet recluse life. lie nevertheless made notes to Har- 
old, composed the Hints from Horace and the Our»e oj 
Minerva, and presumably brooded over, and outlined In 
his mind, many of his verse romances. We hear no more 
of the Maid of Athens; but there is no fair ground to 
doubt that the Giaour was suggested by hia rescue of a 
young woman whom, for the fault of an amour with soma ■ 
Frank, a party of Janissaries were. about to throw, sewn up., 
in a sack, into the sea. Mr. Gait gives no authority for 
his statement, that the girl's deliverer was the original 
cause of her sentence. We may rest assured that if it had . 
been so, Byron himself would have told us of it 

A note to the Siege of Corinth is suggestive of his 
nnequalled restlesencBs. " I visited all three — Tripohtza, 
Napoli, and Argos — in 1810—11; and in the course of 
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jottmefing through the conntry, from my first arrival in 
1809, crossed the lathniDS eight times on my way from 
Attica to tlie Morcn. Id the latter locaUty we find him, 
during the antumo, the honoured guest of the Vizier Valhi 
(a son of All Paeba), who presented him with n fine horae. 
Daring a second visit to Patraa, in September, ho was at- 
tacked by the same sort of marsh fever from which, foor- 
teon yeara afterwards, in the near neighbourhood, he died. 
On his recovery, in October, he complains of having been 
nearly killed by the heroic measures of the native doctors : 
" One of them trusts to his genius, never having studied ; 
the other, to a campai^ of eighteen months aijainut the 
sick of Otranto, whieh he made in bis youth with great 
effect When I was seized with my disorder, 1 protested 
i^^nst both these assaseins, but in vain." He was saved 
by the zeal of his servants, who asseverated that if bis 
lordship died they would take good care the doctors 
-should also ; on nbiuh the learned men discontinued their 
visits, and the patient revived. On his final return to 
Athens, the restoration of his health was retarded by one 
of his long courses of reducing diet ; he lived mainly on 
rice, and vinegar and water. From that city he writes in 
the early spring, intimating his intention of proceeding 
to Egypt; but Mr. Hanson, his man of business, ceasing 
to send htm remittances, the scheme was abandoned. Be- 
set by letters about his debts, he again declares his deter- 
mination to hold fast by Newstead, adding that if the 
place, which is his only tie to England, is sold, he ■won't 
come back at all. Life on the shores of the Archipelago 
is far cheaper and happier, and " Ubi bene ibi patria," for 
auch a citizen of the world as he has become. Later he 
went to Malta, and was detained there by another bad 
attack of tertian fever. The next record of consequence is 



from the "Yolago" frigate, at sea, Juue 29, 1811, when he 
writes ID a desponrtent strain to Hodgson, that he is re- 
turning home " witliout a hope, and almost without a de- 
sire," to wrangle with creditors and lawyers about execu- 
tions and coal-pits. " Id short, T am sick and sorry ; and 
when I have a little repaired my irreparable affairs, away I 
shall mitrcb, cither to campaign in Spain, or back again to 
the East, where I can at least have cloudle«a abieB and a 
cessation from impertinence. I am sick of fops, and poesy, 
and prate, and shall leave the whole Castalian state to 
Bnfo, or anybody else. Uowbeit, 1 have written some 
4000 lines, of one kind or another, on my travels." With 
these, and a collection of marbles, and skulls, and hem- 
lock, and tortoises, and servants, he reached London about 
the middle of July, and remained there, making some ar- 
rangements about business and publication. On the a3rd 
wc have a short but kind letter to his mother, promising 
to pay her a visit on his way to Rochdale. "You know 
you are a visen, but keep some champ^^ne for me," he 
had written from abroad. On receipt of the letter she re- 
marked, " If I should be dead before he comes down, what 
a strange thing it would be." Towards the close of the 
month she had an attack so alarming that be was summon- 
ed ; but before he had time to arrive she had expired, on 
the lat of August, in a fit of rage brought on by reading 
an upholsterer's bill. On the way Byron heard the intel- 
ligence, and wrote to Dr. Pigot : " I now feel the trnth of 
Mrs. Gray's observation, that we can only have ojie mother. 
Peace be with her !" On arriving at Newatead, all their 
storms forgotten, the son was so affected that he did not 
tmst himself to go to the funeral, but stood dreamily gaz- 
ing at the cortege from the gate of the Abbey. Five 
days later, Charles S. Matthews was drowned. 
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CHAPTER V 



Ths deaths of Long, Wingfiold, Eddlestone, Matthews, and 
of his mother had narrowed the circle of the poet's early 
compasioDs ; and, though he talks of each loss in succes- 
sion as if it had been that of an only friend, we can credit 
a degree of loneliness, and excuse a certain amonnt of 
bitterness in the feelings with which he returned to Lon- 
don. He had at this time seen very little of the only rel- 
ative whom he ever deeply loved. He and his half-aiater 
met casually in 1804, and again in the following year. 
After her marriage (1807), Byron writes from abroad 
(1810), regretting having distressed her by his quarrel 
with Lord Carlisle. In 1811 she is raentioned as revet- 
sionarj heiress of his estate. Towards the close of 1813, 
there are two allusions which testify to their mutual affec- 
tion. Next we come to the interesting series of letters of 
1815-16, published with the Memoir of Mr. Hodgson, to 
whom, along with Hobhouse and Scrope Davies, hia lord- 
ship, in a will and codicil, leaves the management of his 
property. Harness appears frequently at this period 
among his surviving intimates: to this list there waa 
shortly added another. In speaking of his Bardt and 
Reviewers, the author makes occasional reference to the 
possibility of his being called to account for some of hi^ 
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attacks. His expectation was reulized bj a letter from 
tho poet Moore, dntei! Dublin, January 1, 1810, concbed 
in peremptory terms, demanding to know if bis lordship 
avowed the autliorahip of the insults contained in tbe 
poem. This letter, being entrusted to Mr, Hod^on, waa 
not forwarded to Byron abroad ; but shortly after his re- 
tnm, he received another in more conciliatory terma, re- 
newing tbe complaint. To this be replied, in a stxS bat 
manly letter, that be had never meant to inault Mr. Moore; 
but that ho was, if necessary, ready to give him satisfac- 
tion. Moore accepting the explanation, somewhat tjoeni- 
lously complained of his advances to friendship not being 
received. Byron again repUed that, much as he would 
fee] honoured by Mr. Moore's acquaintance, he being prac- 
tically threatened by the irate Irishiuan, could hardly make 
the first advances. This called forth a sort of apology ; 
the correspondents met at the house of Mr. Rogers, and 
out of the somewhat awkward circumstances, owing to the 
frankness of tbe " noble author," as the other ever after 
delights to call him, arose the life-long intimacy which had 
Buch various and lasting results, Moore has been called a 
false friend to Byron, and a traitor to his memory. Tho 
judgment is somewhat harsb, but the association between 
them was unfortunate. Thomas Moore had some sterling 
qualities. His best satirical pieces are inspired by a real 
indignation, and lit up by a genuine humour. He was 
also an exquisite musician in words, and must have been 
occasionally a fascinating companion. But he was essen- 
tially a worldling, and, as such, a superficial critic. He 
encouraged the shallow affectations of his great friend's 
weaker worii, and recoiled in alarm before the daring de- 
fiance of his stronger. His criticisms on all Byron wrote 
and felt Berioosly on religion are almost worthy of a cod- 
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TCnticle. His letters to otliers on Manjired, and Cain, and 

J^on Jiuan are the expression of sentiments wtiiub he had 

never the courage to state explicitly to the author. On 

tbe other hand, Byrou was attracted beyond reaeooablft 

meaenre by his gracefully deferential manners, paid too 

much regard to his opinions, and ovorestimitted his genius. 

9or the aubseqaent destruction of the memoirs, ut^ed by 

r. Hobhouse and Mrs. Leigh, he was not wholly respond-' 

e ; though a braver man, haring accepted the position o£ 

8 lordship's literary legatee, with the express understand- 

g that he would see to the fulfilment of the willies of 

R dead friend, would have to the utmost resisted their 

iatal frustration. 

Meanwhile, on landing in England, the poet had placed 
3d the hands of Mr. Dallas the Hints from Horace, which 
a intended to have brought out by the publisher Caw- 
ftome. Of this performance — an inferior edition, relieved 
fcy a few strong touches of the Bards and Revitwert — 
^Dallas ventured to express his disapproval. " Ilave yon 
BD other result of your travels!" he asked; and got for 
iswer, " A few short pieces, and a lot of Spenserian stan- 
le ; not worth troubling you with, hnt you are welcome 
4d them." Dallas took the remark literally, saw they were 
I safe Bflccess, and assumed to himself the merit of thu 
diecovery, the risks, and the profits. It is the converse of 
fte story of Gabriel Harvey and the Faery Queene. The 
first two cantos of Childe Harold bear no comparison witji 
the l^end of Una and the Bed Cross Knight ; but there 
5 no mistake about their proof of power, their novelty, 
I adaptation to a public taste as yet unjaded by elo- 
quent and imaginative descriptions of foi'eign scenery, 
manners, and climates. 

The poem — after being submitted to GiG!iird, in defiance 
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of the protCEtations of the author, who feared that tlis 
referenco might seem to eeck the favonr of the augaab 
Quarterly — was accepted by Mr. Murray, and proceeded 
through the press, subject to change and additions, daring 
the next five months. The Hintifrom Horace, fortanate- 
1y postponed and then sospcnded, appeared posthumonaly 
ia 1831. Byron remained at Newstcad till the close of 
October, negotiating with creditors and lawyers, and en- 
gaged in a correspondence about his pablicationa, in the 
course of which he deprecates any identification of bim- 
eelf and his hero, though he lad at first called him Childe 
Byron. " Instruct Mr. Murray," he entreats, " not to call 
the work ' Child of Harrow's Pilgrimage,' as he has done 
to some of my astonished friends, who wrote to inquire 
after my sanity, as well they might." At the end of the 
month we find him in London, again indulging in a voy- 
age in " the ship of fools," in which Moore claims to havo I 
accompanied him; but at the same time exhibiting re- 
markable shrewdness in reference to the aSairs of his J 
household. In February, 1612, ho again declares to Hodg- -J 
son his resolve to leave England for ever, and fix himscJf 1 
in " one of the fairest islands of the East." On the 27th I 
he made in the House of Lords his speech on a Bill to I 
introduce special penalties against the frame-breakers of \ 
Nottingham. This effort, on which he received many I 
compliraonts, led among other results to a friendly corre- i 
spondcnce with Lord Holland. On April 21 of the same | 
year he agmn addressed the House on behalf of Roman I 
Catholic Emancipation; and in Jane, 1813, in favour of 1 
Major Cartwright's petition. On all these occasions, as 
afterwards on the continent, Byron espoused the Liberal' J 
side of politics. Bnt his r&le was that of Manlius or C»' | 
Bar, and he never fails to remind us that he himself ■waAfot 1 
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the people, not of them. His latter speeches, owing partly 
to bis deliver}', blamed as too Asiatic, were less BuccessfuL 
To a reader the three seem much on the same level. They 
are cJever, but evidently set performances, and leave us no 
ground to suppose that the poet's abandonment of a par- 
liamentary career was a serious loss to the nation. 

On the 39th of February the first and second cantos of 
Childe Harold appeared. An early cupy was sent to Mrs. 
Leigh, with the inscription : "To Augusta, my dearest sis- 
ter and Tt\y best friend, who has ever loved me much bet- 
ter than I deserved, this volume is presented by her fa- 
ther's son and most affectionate brother, B." The book 
through seven editions in four weeks. The eSect 
of the first edition of Burns, and the sale of Scott's Lays, 
the only parallels in modern poetic literature to this 
RDCcesB. All eyes were suddenly fastened on the anthor, 
who let his satire sleep, and tLrew politics aside, to be the 
Toraancer of bis day, and for two years the darling of so- 
ciety. Previous to the publication, Mr. Moore confesses 
to have gratified his lordship with the enpression of the 
fear that Childe Harold was too good for the age. Its 
success was due to the reverse being the truth. It was 
just on the level of its ago. Its flowing verse, defaced by 
rhythmical faults perceptible only to finer ears, its prevail- 
ing sentiment, occasional boldness relieved by pleasing plat^ 
itudes, its half affected rakisbne.is, here and thore devHtcd 
by a rush as of morning air, and its frequent richness — 
not yet, as afterwards, splendour — of description, were all 
appreciated by the fashionable London of the Regency ; 
while the comparatively mild satire, not keen enough to 
scarify, only gave a more piquant flavour to the whole. 
Byron's genius, yet in the green leaf, was not too far above 
the clever masses of pleasure-loving manhood by which it 
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waa surroatided. It was Datand tbat the addrese on the ' 
reopening of Dmry I^ne Theatre should bo written by 
" tlie worid's new joy " — the first great English poet-peer ; 
as natural as that in his only publislied satire of the period 
he should inveigh against almost the only amasemcnt id 
which he could not share. The address was written at ' 
the request of Lord HollaDd, when of some hundred com- 
petitive pieces none had been fouod exactly suitable — a j 
circumstance which gave rise to the famous parodies en- 
titled Tht Sejecled Addresses — and it was thought l&at 
the ultimate choice would conciliate all rivalry. The care 
which Byron bestowed on the correction of the first draft 
of this piece is characteristic of his habit of writing off 
bis poems at a gush, and afterwards carefully elaborating* 
them. 

The Waltz was published anonymously in April, 181S. 
It was followed in May by the Giaour, the first of the , 
flood of verse ronjKnces which, during the three succeed- 
ing years, he poured forth with impetuous fluency, and 
which were received with almost unrestrained applause. 
The plota and sentiments and imagery are similar in them 
all. The Giaour steals the mistress of Hassan, who re- 
venges his honour by drowning her. The Giaour escapes; 
returns, kills Hassan, and then goes to a monastery. In , 
the Bride of Abydoa, published in the December of the 
same year, Giaffir wants to marry his daughter Zuleika to 
Carasman Pasha, She runs off with Selim, her reputed 
brother — in reality her cousin, and ao at last lier legiti- 
mate lover. They are caught; be is slain in fight; she 
dies, to stow music. In the Coreair, published January, 
1814, Conrad, a pirate, and man of "one virtue ai 
thousand crimes I" is beloved by Medora, who, on 
predatory expeditions, sits waiting for him (like Hasi 
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and Sisera's mother) in a tower. On one of those he at^ 
tacks 8ejd Paslia, nod k overborne by superior force; but 
Giilnare, a female slnve of Seyd, kills her master, aod rans 
oS with CoDrod, who finds Medora dead and vanishes. In 
Xara, the sequel to tbia — written iu May and June, pub- 
lished ia August — ft man of mystery appears in the Morea, 
with a page, Kaled. After adventures worthy of Mrs. 
Radcliffe— from whose Schledoni the Giaoiir is said to 
have been drawn — Lata falls in battle with bis deadly foe, 
Ezzelin, and turns out to be Conrad, while Ealed is of 
■se GoJnare. The Hebrew Melodies, written in Decem- 
1814, are intei'esting, in eonnexion with the author's 
early familiarity with the Old Testament, and from the 
iorce and music that mark the best of them ; but they 
can hardly be considered an important contribution to the 
■devotional verse of England. Tbe SUffe of Corinth and 
iParisina, composed after his marrif^e in tbe summer and 
•autumn of 1815, appeared in tbe following year. The 
iormer is founded on the siege of the city, when the Turks 
took it from Menotti ; but otir attention is concentrated 
on Alp the renegade, another sketcii from tbe same pro- 
toplastic ruffian, who leads on the Turks, is in love with 
the daughter of the governor of the city, tries to save her, 
but dies. The poem is frequently vigorous, but it ends 
<badly. Parisina, though unequal, is on the whole a poem 
higher order than the others of the period. The trial 
e exhibits some dramatic power, and tbe shriek of the 
Jady mingling with TJgo's funeral dirge lingers in our ears, 
along with the convent bells — 



" Id the grey square turret Bwiuging, 
With a, deep Hoond, to a^d fro, 
Beavilj to the heart thej go." 
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Tbcae romonccB belong to the same period of the au- 
thor's poetic career as the first two cantos of Ckilde Har- 
old. They followed one another like brilliant fireworks 
They all exhibit a command of words, a sense of melody, 
and a flow of rhythm and rbyme, which mastered Moore 
and even Scott on their own ground. None of them are 
wanting in paesages, as " He that hnth bent him o'er th« 
dead," and the description of Alp leaning against a column, 
which strike deeper than any verae of either of those 
writers. But there is an air of melodrama in them all. 
Harmonious delights of novel readers, they will not stand 
against the winnowing wind of deliberate criticism. They 
harp on the same string without the variations of a Pa- 
ganini. They are potentially endless reprodnetiona of one 
phase of an ill-regnlated mind — the picture of the same 
quasi-melancholy vengeful man, who knows no fricad but 
a dog, and reads on the tombs of the great only "the 
glory and the nothing of a name," the exile who cannot 
flee from himself, '* the wandering outlaw of his own dark 
mind," who has not loved the world nor the world him — 

" Whose heart was torm'd for aottncas, warp'd bj wrong, 
Betraj'd too early, and beguiled loo long " — 



I 



all this, decies repetita, grows into a v 
tion. Mr. Carlyle harshly compares it to the screaming 
of a meat-jack. The reviewers and the public of the t 
thought differently. Jeffrey, penitent for the eariy/au* ] 
pas of his Beview, as Byron remained penitent for his an- 
swering assault, writes of Lara, "Passages of it may ha 
pnt into competition with anything that poetry has pro- 
duced in point either of pathos or energy." Moore — who 
afterwards wrote, not to Byron, that seven deviU had en- 
tered into Manfred — professes himself " enraptured with 
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it" Fourteen thousand copies of the Corsair were sold 
in a day. Bat hear tbc author's own half-boast, hnlf-apol- 
<^: "Lara I wrote while unilressing after coining home 
from balls aud masquerades, in the year of revelry 1814. 
The Bride was written in four, the Corsair in ten days. 
This I take to be a humiliating confession, as it proves 
my own want of judgment in publishing, and the public's 
in reading, things which cannot have stamina for perma- 
nence," 

The pecuniary profits accruing to Byron from his works 
began with Lara, for which he received 700/, He had 
made over to Mr. Dallas, besides other gifts to the same 
nngiatefnl recipient, the profits of Harold, amounting to 
flOO/., and of the Corsair, which brought 625/. The pro- 
ceeds of the Giaour and the Bride were also surrendered. 

During this period, 1813-1816, he had become familiar 
with all the phases of London society, " tasted their pleas- 
nres," and, towards the close, " felt their decay." His as- 
sociates in those years were of two classes — men of the 
world, and authors, F6ted and courted in all quarters, he 
patronized the theatres, became in 1815 a member of the 
Drury Lane Committee, '"liied the dandies," including 
Beau Brommell, and was introduced to the Regent. Their 
interview, in June, 1812, in the course of which the latter 
paid unrestrained compliments to Harold and the poetry 
of Scott, is naively referred to by Mr. Moore " as reflect- 
ing even still more honour on the Sovereign himself than 
on the two poets." Byron, in a different spirit, writes to 
Lord Holland : " I have now great hope, in the event of 
Mr. Pye's decease, of warbling truth at Court, like Mr. 
Mallet of indifferent memory. Consider, one hundred 
marks a yearl besides the wine and the disgrace." Ws 
can hardly conceive the future author of the Vition of 
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Judgment writing odes to dictation. He does not 
to have been mach fascinated with the firet gentleman of 
Barope, whom at no distant date he assailed in the ten»^ 
ble "AvHtar," and left the laurcateship to Mr. Soutbey. 

Among leaders in art and letters he was brought into 
more or less intimate contact with Sir Hiunphry Davj, 
Bdgeworths, Sir James Mackintosh, Colman the dramatic 
nathoi, the elder Kean, Monk Lewis, Grattan, Cunan, and 
Madame de Stael, Of the meeting of the last two 
marks, " It naa like the conflnence of the Rhone and tbs' 
S&one, and they were both so ugly that I could not help 
wondering how the best intellects of France and Ireland 
conid have taken up respectively such residences." 

About thb time a communication from Mr. Murray, 
reference to the meeting with the Regent, led to a lettO' 
from Sir Walter Scott to Lord Byron, the beginning of a 
life-long friendship, and one of the most pleasing pages of 
biography. These two great men were for a season peF> 
pctually pitted against one another ae the foremost com*' 
potitors for literary favour. When Rokeby came out, coD- 
temporaneously with the Giaour, the undergraduates of 
Oxford and Cambridge ran races to catch the first copies 
and laid bets as to which of the rivals would win. During- 
the anti-Byronic fever of 1840-1860 they were perpetud- 
ly contrasted as the representatives of the manly and the 3 
morbid schools. A later aentimentalism has aSected to 
despise the work of both. The fact, therefore, that from 
an early period the men themselves knew each other aa 
they were is worth illnstrating. 

Scott's letter, in which a generous recognition of tho' 
pleasure he had derived from the work of the EngliA 
po«t, was followed by a manly remonstrance on the sub- 
ject of the attack in the Bards and Reviewers, drew from 
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Byron in tbc following montli {July, 1812) an aoBTrer in 
the same Etrain, descanting on the Prince's praises of the 
Lay and Marmion, and candidly apologizing for the " evil 
worts of his nonage." "This satire," be remarks, "was 
written when I waa very young and very angry, and fully 
bent on displaying ray wrath and my wit; and now I am ) 
haunted by the ghosts of my wholesale assertions," This, j 
in turn, called forth another letter to Byron, eager for i 
more of hJs versea, with a cordial invitation to Abbotsford ] 
on the ground of Scotland's maternal claim on him, and ' 
asking for information about Pegasus and Parnassus. Af- 
ter this the correspondence continues with greater free- , 
dom, and the same display on either side of mutual re- ' 
Bpect When Scott says, " the Oiaoar is praised among ' 
our mountains," and Byron returns, " tPaverleij is the best 
novel I have read," there is no suspicion of flattery — it ii j 
the interchange of compliments between men, i 

"Et cautate pares ct rcspcpndere parati." 

They talk in just the same manner to third parties. " I 
gave over writing romances," says the elder, in the spirit : 
of a great-hearted gentleman, " because Byron beat me. ' 
He hits the mark where I don't even pretend to fledge my 
arrow. Ue Las access to a stream of sentiment unknown 
to me." The younger, on the other band, deprecates the 
comparisons that were being invidiously drawn between i 
them. He presents his copy of the Giaour to Scott, with ' 
the phrase, " To the monarch of Parnassus," and compares ; 
tlie feeling of those who cavilled at his fame to that of 
the Athenians towards Aristidcs. From those sentiments < 
fae never swerves, recoguixing to the last the breadth of i 
character of the most generous of his critics, and referring ', 
to bim, during bis later years in Italy, as the Wizard and ' 
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the Arioato of the North. A meeting was at length »!• 
raaged between them. Scott looked forward to it with 
anxious interest, hnmorously remarking that Byron should 
say — 

"Art thou tho man whom men famed Grisaell callt" 

And he reply — 

"Art tbou tlie still more famed Tom Thnmb the small T" 

They met in London during the spring of 1815. Hia 
following sentences are from Sir Walter's account of it: 
" Report had prepared me to meet a man of peculiar hab- 
its and quick temper, and I had some doubts whether we 
were likely to suit each other in society. I was most 
agreeably disappointed in this respect I found Lord By- 
ron in the highest degree courteous, and even kind. Wa 
met for an hour or two almost daily in Mr. Murray's draw- 
ing-room, and found a great deal to say to each other. Our 
Boutiments agreed a good deal, except npun the suhjecta 
of religion and politics, upon neither of which I was in- 
clined to believe that Lord Byron entertained very fixed 
opinions. On politics he used sometimes to express a high 
strain of what is now called Liberalism; but it appeared 
to mo that the pleasure it aSordcd him as a vehicle of 
displaying his wit and satire against individuals in office 
was at the bottom of this habit of thinking. At heart, I 
would have termed Byron a patrician on principle. His 
reading did not seem to mc to have been very extensive. 
I remember repeating to him the fine poem of Hardyknute, 
and some one asked me what I could possibly have been 
telling Byron by which he was so much ^tated. I saw 
him for the last time in (Sept«mber) 1815, after I return- 
ed from France ; he dined or lunched with me at Long's 
in Bond Street. I never saw him so full of gaiety and 
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good humour. The day of this interview waa the most 
interesting I ever spent Several letters passed between 
H9 — one perhaps every half year. Like tbe old heroes in 
Homer, wo exchanged gifts; I gave Byron a beautiful 
dagger monnted with gold, which had been the property 
of the redoubted Elfi Bey. But I was to play the part of 
IHomed in the Iliad, for Byron sent me, some time after, 
ft large sepulchral vase of silver, full of dead men's bones, 
found within the land walls of Athens. He was often 
melancholy, almost gloomy. When I observed him in 
thia humour I used eitber to wait till it went off of its 
own aecovd,or till some natural and easy mode occurred of 
leading him into conversation, when the shadows almost 
always left his countenance, like the mist arising from a 
landscape. I think I also remarked in his temper starts 
of suspicion, when he seemed to pause and consider 
whether there had not been a secret and perhaps offen- 
sive meaning in sometbing that was said to him. In thia 
case I also judged it beat to let his mind, like a troubled 
spring, work itself clear, which it did in a minute or two. 
A downright steadiness of manner was the way to his 
good opinion. Will Hose, looking by accident at his 
feet, saw him scowling furiously ; but on his showing no 
consciousness, his lordship resumed his easy manner. 
What I liked about him, besides his boundless genius, was 
hia generosity of spirit as well as of purse, and his utter 
contempt of all the affectations of literature. Ho liked 
Moore and mc because, with all our otber differences, we 
were both good-natured fellows, not caring to maintain 
our dignity, enjoying the mot-pour-rire. He wrote from 
impulse, never from effort, and therefore I. have always 
reckoned Burns and Byron the most genuine poetic gen- 
iuses of my time, and of half a century before me. Wo 
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have many men of liigli poetic tAlents, bnt none of that 
ever-gushing auJ poreonial fountain of natural wnlera." 

Scott, like all hde men of sound sense, regretted the al- 
moat fatal incontinence which, in the year of his greatest 
private troubles, led his friend to make a parade of them 
before the public. Qc speaks more than once of hia un- 
happy teudeney to cYhibit himself as the dying gladiator, 
and even compares him to his peacock, screeching before 
bis window because he chooses to bivouac apart from his 
mate; bat he read a copy of the Ravenna diary without 
altering his view that liia lordship was hia own worst ma- 
ligncr. Scott, says Lockhart, considered Byron the only 
poet of transcendent talents we had had since Dryden. 
There is preserved a curious record of his meeting with a 
greater poet than Dryden, but one whose greatness neither 
he nor Scott suspected. Mr. Crabbe Robinson reports 
Wordsworth to have said, in Charles Lamb's chambers, 
about the year 1808, " Tlieso reviewers put me out of pa^ 
ticQce. Here is a young man who has written a volume 
of poetry ; and these fellows, just because he is a lord, sot 
upon him. The young man will do something, if he goea 
on as he has begun. But these reviewers seem to think 
that nobody may write poetry unless he lives in a garret." 
Years after, Lady Byron, on being told this, exclaimed, 
" Ah, if Byron had known that, he would never have at- 
tacked Wordsworth. He went one day to meet him at 
dinner, and I said, ' Well, how did the young poet get on 
with the old one!' 'Why, to tell the truth,' said he,'! 
had hut one feeling from the beginning of the visit to the 
end, and that was reverence.' " Similarly, he began by be- 
ing on good terms with Southey, and after a meeting 
Holland House, wrote enthusiastically of his prepossessing 
appearance. 






Byron and tbe leadGrs of the so-called Lake Scbod 

were, at starting, common heira of the revohlionary spir- 
it; they were, either in their aoeial views or personal feel- 
ings, to a large extent inflneiici'd by tbe most morbid, 
thongb in some respects tbe most magnetic, genius of 
modern France, J. J. Roosseau ; but their temperaments 
were in many respects fundamentally diverse; and the 
pre-established discord between them ere long began to 
make itself manifest in thoir following out widely diver- 
gent paths. Wordsworth's return to nature had been pre- 
luded by Cowper ; that of Byron by Burns, Tbe revival 
of the one ripened into a restoration of simpler manners 
and old beliefs ; the other was the spirit of the storm. 
When they had both become recognized powers, neither 
appreciated the work of the other. A few years after 
this date Byron wrote of Wordsworth, to a common ad- 
mirer of both : " I take leave to differ from you as freely 
as I once agreed with you. His performaneoa, since the 
Lyrical Sallada, are miserably inadequate to the ability 
that lurks within him. There is, undoubtedly, much nat- 
oral talent spilt over the Excursion; but it is rain upon 
rocks, where it stands and stagnatee ; or rain npon sand, 
where it falls without fertilizing." This criticism, with 
others in like strain, was addressed t-o Mr. I^eigh Hunt, 
to whom, in 1812, when enduring for radicalism's sake a 
very comfortable incarceration, Byron had, in company 
with Siloore, paid a courteous visit. 

Of the correspondence of this period — flippant, trench- 
ant, or sparkling — few portions are more calculated to 
excite a smile than the record of his frequent resolutions 
made, reassevenitcd, and broken, to have done with litera- 
ture; even going the length on some occasions of threat- 
ening to suppress his works, and, if possible, recall the ex- 
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iBting copies. He aSectod being a niao of the world un- 
mercifully, and bad a real delight ia clever companioiu 
who assumed the same r6lc. Frcqucot allaaion ia made 
to his interconrse with Erskine and Sheridan ; the latter 
he is never tired of praising, aa "the author of the best 
modem comedy {School for Scandal), the best farce {TTu 
Critic), and the best oration (the famons Begnm speech) 
ever beard in this country." They spent many an even- 
ing together, and probably cracked maoy a bottle. It is 
Byron who tells the story of Sheridan being fonnd in a 
gutter in a sadly incapable state; and, on some one asking 
" Who is tbisf stammering out " Wilberforce." On one 
occasion he speaks of coming out of a tavern with the dram- 
atist, when they both found the staircase in a very cork- 
screw condition; and elsewhere, of encountering a Mr. 

C , who "had no notion of meeting with a bon-vivant 

in a scribbler," and summed the poet's eulogy with the 
pbrase, "be drinks like a man." Hunt, the tattler, who 
observed bis lordship's habits in Italy, with the microscope 
of malice ensconced within the same walls, makes it a chaise 
(^wnst hb host that he would not drink like a man. Once 
for all it may be noted, that although there was no kind 
of excess in which Byron, whether from bravado or incli- 
nation, failed occasionally to indulge, he was never for any 
streteb of time given over, like Burns, to what is techni- 
cally termed intemperance. His bead does not seem to 
have been strong, and under the influence of stimulants 
he may have been led to talk a great deal of his danger- 
ous nonsense. But though he could not say, with Words- 
worth, that only once, at Cambridge, had his brain been 
" excited by the fumes of wine," his prevailing sins were 
in other directions. 
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"A* for poetfi," aays Soott, "I have seen aU the best of 
my time and ccnmtiy, snd, though Bams had the most 
^oriiniE eTe imaginable, I oerer thoQEtht any of them 
would come np to an artist's notion of the character, ex- 
cept Byron. His connt«nMice is a thing to dream of." 
Coleridge writes to the same efiect, in langnage eveai 
stronger. We have from all Eides sinular t«stimoiiy to 
tbe personal beanty which led the nnhappieat of his dev- 
oteee to exclaim, " That pale face is my fate f 

Sonthern critics, as De Chaslea, Castelar, even Maerini, 
have dealt leniently with the poet's relations to the other 
Gei ; and Else extends to him in this regard the same ex- 
cessive streich of charity. "Dear ChiJde Harold," cx- 
daims the German professor, " was positively besieged by 
woajen. They have, in truth, no right to complain of 
him : froto his childhood he had seen them on their worst 
side." It is the easnistry of hero-worship to deny that 
Byron was unjust to women, not merely in isolated in- 
Btaaces, but in his prevailing views of their character and 
claims. " I regard them," he says, in a passage only dis- 
tingubhed from others bymore extravagant petulance, "aa 
very pretty hot inferior creatures, who are as little in their 
place at our tables as they wonld be in onr coancil cham- 
bers. The whole of the present system with regard to the 
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female Ben is a remnant of tbe barbarism of the chivalry 
of our forefathers. I look on them as grown-up children; 
but, like a foolish mamma, I am conatHUtly the slave of 
one of them. The Turka shut up their women, and are 
much happier; give a woman a looking-glass and burnt 
almonds, and she will be cantent," 

In contrast with this, we have the moods in which he 
drew his pictures of AngioHna, and Haidec, and Aurora 
Raby, and wrote the invocations to the shade of Aatarte, 
and his letters in prose and verse to Aagusta ; but the 
above passage could never have been written by Chancer, 
or Spenser, or Shakspeare, or Shelley. The class whom he 
was reviling seemed, however, during " the day of his des- 
tiny," bent on confirming his judgment by the blindness 
of their worship. His rank and fame, the glittering splen- 
dour of his verse, the romance of his travels, his pictu- 
resque melancholy and affectation of mysterious secrets, 
combined with the magic of his presence to bewitch and 
bewilder them. The dissenting malcontents, condemned 
as pmdes and blues, had their revenge. Generally, we 
may say that women who had not written books adored 
Byron; women who had written or were writing booka 
distrusted, disliked, and made him a moral to adorn their 
tales, often to point their fables with. He was by the 
one set caressed and spoilt, and "beguiled too long;" by 
the other, " betrayed too late." The recent memoirs of 
Frances Ann Kemble present a curious record of the 
process of passing from one extreme to the other. She 
dwells on the fascination exerted over her mind by the 
first reading of his poetry, and tells how she " fastened on 
the book with a grip like steel," and carried it off and hid 
it under her pillow; how it affected her "like an evil 
potion," and stirred her whole being with a tempest of 
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excitement, till fiaallj she, with eqaal weakness, fiung it 
aside, " rcBolved to road that grand poetry no more, and 
broke through the tlirnldom of that powerful spell." The 
confeasion brings before us a type of the transitions of the 
century, on its way from the Byrontc to the anti-Byronic 
fever, of which later state Mrs. Jamieson, Mrs, Norton, and 
Miss Martinean are among the most pronounced repre- 



Byron's garrulity with regard to those delicate matters 
m which men of more prudence or chivalry are wont to 
act the seal of eilence, has often the some practical eSect 
as reticence ; for he talks so much at large — every page of 
bis Journal being, by his own admission, apt to "confute 
and abjure its predecessor" — that we are often none the 

er. Amid a mass of conjecture, it is manifest that 
during the years between his return from Greece and 
final expatriation (18!1-181C), including the whole pe- 
riod of his social glory — though not yet of his solid fame 

le was lured into liaisons of all sorts and shades. 
Some, now acknowledged as innocent, were blared abroad 
by tongues less skilled in pure invention than in difitortr 
ing truth. On others, as commonplaces of a temperament 
" all meridian," it were wastfl of time to dwell, Byron 
raiely put aside a pleasure in his path ; but his passions 
were seldom unaccompanied by aSectionate emotions, 
genuine while they lasted. The verses to the memory of 

ist love veiled as " Thyrzn," of moderate artistic merit, 
were not, as Moore alleges, mere plays of imaginatiou, but 
records of a sincere grief,' Another intimacy exerted so 
much influence on this phase of the poet's career, that to 



' Mr. Trelawn; says that ThyTza vas a, cousin, but that o 
Bubjeot Byron wub alwajs reticent. Mr, Minto, aa ne have 8e 
BOOiates her witb the diaguiaed girl of 180?-8. 
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pass it over would be like omitting Ysnessa's name from 
thfi record of Swift Lady Caroline Lamb, granddaughter 
of the firet Earl Speucer, was one of those few women of 
our climate who, by their romantic impetuosity, recall the 
"children of the sun." She read Burns in her ninth year, 
and in her thirteenth idealized William Lamb (aft^rwarda 
Lord Melbourne) aa a statue of Liberty, In her nineteenth 
(1805) she married him, and lived for some years, during 
which she was a reigning bcllo and toast, a domeetlc life 
only marred by occasional eccentricities. Rogers, whom 
in a letter to Lady Morgan she numbers among her lovers, 
said she onght to know the new poet, who was three years 
her junior, and the introduction took place in March, 1812. 
After the meeting, she wrote in her journal, " Mad — bad 
— and dangerous to know ;" but, when the fashionable 
Apollo called at Melbourne House, she " flew to beautify 
herself." Flushed by his conquest, he spent a great part 
of the following year in her company, during which time 
the apathy or self-confidence of the husband laughed at the 
worship of the hero. " Conrad " detailed bis travels and 
adventures, interested her by his woes, dictated her amuse- 
tnents, Invited her guests, and seems to have set rules to 
the estahlishracnt. " Medora," on the other hand, n 
no secret of her devotion, declared that they were affinities, 
and offered him her jewels. But after the first excite- 
ment, he began to grow weary of her talk about herself, 
and could not praise her indifiercnt verses: "he grew 
moody, and she fretful, when their mutual egotisms Jarred." 
Byron at length concurred in her being removed for a 
season to her father's house In Ireland, on which occasion 
he wrote oue of his glowing farewell letters. When she 
<;ame back, matters were little better. The would-be Juliet 
beset the poet nith renewed advances, on one occa 
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penetrating to his rooms in the disguise of a page, on an- 
other threatening to stab herself with a pair of scissors, 
and again, developing into a Medea, offering ber gratitude 
to any one who would kill him. "The 'Agnus' is furi- 
ous," he writes to Hodgson, in February, 1813, in one of 
the somewhat ungenerous bursts to which he was too 
easily provoked, " You can have no idea of the horrible 
and absurd things sbo has said and done since (really from 
the best motives) I withdrew my homage. . . . The busi- 
ness of last summer 1 broke o&, and now the amusement 
of the gentle fair is writing letters literally threatening my 
life.'" With one member of the family. Lady Melbourne, 
Mr. Lamb's mother, and sister of Sir Ralph Milbanke, he 
remained throughout on terms of pleasant intimacy. He 
appreciated the talent and sense, and was ready to profit 
by the experience and tact of " the cleverest of women." 
But her well-meant advice had unfortunate results, for it 
was on her suggestion that he became a suitor for the hand 
of her niece, Miss Milbanke. Byron first proposed to this 
lady in 1813; his offer was refased, but bo graciously that 
they continued to correspond on friendly, which gradually 
grew into intimate terms, and his second offer, towards the 
close of the following year, was accepted. 

After a series of vain protests, and petulant warnings 
against ber cousin by marriage, who she said was punctual 
at church, and learned, and knew statistics, but was "not 
for Conrad, no, no, no I" Lady Caroline lapsed into an at^ 
titude of fixed hostility; and shortly after the crash came, 
and her predictions were realized, vented her wrath in the 
now almost forgotten novel of Olenarvon, in which some 
of Byron's real features were represented in conjunction 
with many fantastic additions. Madame de Stael waa 
kind enoagh to bring a copy of the hook before his notice 
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vhen they met on the Lake of Geneva, but he seems to 
have been Ices moved by it than by most attacks. We 

must, however, bear iu mind bis own HdmisAion in a parallel 
case. " I say I am perfectly calm ; I am, nevertheless, in 
a fur)'," Over the sad vista of the remaining years of the 
nnhappy lady's life we need not linger. During a con- 
siderable part of it she appears hovering about the thin 
line that separates some kinds of wit and passion from 
madness ; writing more novels, burning her hero's effigy 
litjd letters, and then clamouring for a lock of his hair, or 
a sight of his portrait ; separated from, and again recon- 
ciled to, a husband to whose magnanimous forbearance 
aud compassion she bears testimony to the last, comparing 
herself to Jane Shore ; attempting Byronic verses, loudly 
denouncing and yet never ceasing inwardly to idolize, the 
man whom she regarded as her betrayer, perhaps only with 
justice in that he had unwittingly helped to overthrow her 
mental balance. After eight years of this life, lit up here 
and there by gleams of social brilliancy, we find her car- 
rirtge, on the 12th of cfuly, 1834, suddenly confronted by 
a funeral. On hearing that the remains of Byron were 
being carried to the tomb, she shrieked, and fainted. Her 
health finally sank, and her mind gave way under this 
shock; but she lingered till January, 1828, when she died, 
after writing a calm letter to her husband, and bequeathing 
the poet's miniature to her friend, Lady Morgan. 

" I have paid some of my debts, and contracted others," 
Byron writes to Moore, on September 15, 1814 ; "hut I 
have a few thousand pounds which I can't spend after 
my heart in this climate, and so I shall go back to the 
south. I want to see Venice and the Alps, and Parmesan 
cheeses, and look at the coast of Greece from Italy. Alt 
this, however, depends upon an event which may or may 
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not happen. Whether it will, I Bhall probably know ti>- 
morrow ; atid if it does, I can't well go abroad at preseiiL" 
" A wife," he had written, in the January of the same yenr, 
" would be my salvation ;" but a marriage entered upon 
in such a flippant framu of mind could scarcely have been 
other than disastrous. In the autumn of the year we are 
told that a friend,' observing how cheerless was the state 
both of hia mind and prospects, advised him to marry, and 
after much discussion be consented, naming to hia corre- 
spondent Mias Miibanke. To this hia adviser objected, 
remarking that she had, at present, no fortune, and that 
his embarrassed affairs would not allow him to marry 
without one, &c. Accordingly, he agreed that hia friend 
should write a proposal to another lady, which was done. 
A refusal arrived as they were one morning sitting to- 
gether. " ' You see,' said Lord Byron, ' that after all Miss 
Miibanke is to be the person,' and wrote on the moment. 
His friend, still remonstrating against hia choice, took up 
the letter ; but, on reading it, observed, ' Well, really, thia 
is a very pretty letter; it is a pity it should not go.' 
' Then it shall go,' said Lord Byron, and, in so saying, senl- 
ed and sent off this fiat of his fate." The incident seems 
cut from a French novel ; but so does the whole stran^jo 
story — the one apparently insoluble enigma in an othtr- 
wise only too transparent life. On the arrival of the lady's 
answer he was seated at dinner, when his gardener came 
in and presented Lira with his mother's wedding-ring, lost 
many years before, and which had just been fonnd, buried 
in the mould beneath her window. Almost at the same 
moment the letter arrived ; and Byron esclairaed, " If it 
nontains a consent (which it did), I will be manned witb this 
very ring." He had the highest anticipations of his bride, 
' Doubtleas Moore himself, who tells the storj. 
G 5 
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i^preciating her "talents, and excellent qaaJitiea;" and 
Baymg, " ahe is so good a pcrsoD that I wUh I was a bet- 
ter." About the aame date he writes to various friends 
in the good spirits raised by his enthusiastic reception 
from tho Cambridge undergraduates, when in the course 
of the same month he went to the Senate noose to give 
bia vote for a Professor of Anatomy. 

The most constant and best of those friends was his 
aister, Augusta Leigh, whom, from the death of Miss Cha- 
worth to his own, Byron, in the higheet and purest sense 
of the word, loved more than any other human being. 
Tolerant of errors which she lamented, and violences in 
whieh she had no share, she had a touch of their common 
family pride, moat conspicuous in an almost cat-like cling- 
ing to their ancestral home. Her early published letters 
are full of regrets about the threatened sale of Newatead, 
on the adjournment of which, when tho first purchaser had 
to pay 25,000?. for breaking his bargain, she rejoices, and 
over the consummation of which she mourns, in the man- 
ner of Milton's Eve — 

" Must I then leave thee, Parndise ?" 

In ail her references to the approaching marriage there 
are blended notes of hope and fear. In thanking Hodgson 
for bis kind congratulations, she triists it will secure her 
brother's happiness. Later she adds her testimony to that 
of all outsiders at this time, as to tbe graces and genuine 
worth of the object of his choice. After the usual pre- 
liminaries, the ill-fated pair were united, at Seabam House, 
on the 2nd of January, ISIR. Byron was married like 
one walking in his sleep. He trembled like a leaf, mado 
the wrong responses, and almost from tbe first seems to 
have been conscions of his irrevocable mistake. 



MAERIAGE, AND FAREWBLL TO ENGLAND. ! 

"I 9QW him sliind 
Before an altar with a gentle bride: 
Her face was fair, but was Dot that which made 
The Hiarlight of bis bojhood. He coulil sec 
Not that which waa — but that which should have been — 
But the old maoaion, the accustom'd hall. 
And she who was his dcstiuy came haek, 
And thrust herself between bim and the light." 



Here we bare faiDt visions of Mias Chaworth, iniuglitig 
with later memories. In handing the brida into the car- 
riage be said, " Miss Milhante, are you ready V — a mistake 
said to be of evil omen. Byron never really loved his 
wife ; and thongh he has been absurdly accused of marry- 
ing for revenge, we must suspect that he married in part 
for a settlement. On the other hand, it is not unfair to 
say that she was fascinated by a name, and inspired by 
the philanthropic zeal of reforming a literary Corsair. 
Both were disappointed. Miss Milbanke's fortune was 
mainly settled on herself; and Byron, in spite of plentiful 
resolutions, gave little sign of reformation. For a con- 
siderable time their life, which, after the " treacle moon," 
as the bridegroom called it, spent at Halnaby, near Darling- 
ton, was divided between residence at Seabam and visits 
to London, seemed to move smoothly. In a letter, evi- 
dently mis-dated the ISth December, Mrs, Leigh writes to 
Hodgson : " I have every reason to think that my beloved 
B. is very happy and comfortable. I hear constantly from 
him and his rib. It appears to me that Lady B. sets about 
mating hira happy in the right way. I had many fears. 
Thant God that they do not appear likely to be realized. 
In short, there seems to me to bo but one drawback to all 
our felicity, and that, alas, is the disposal of dear Newstead. 
I never shall feel reconciled to the loss of that sacred re- 
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vered Abbey. The thought makes me more meltmchoij 
thaD perhaps the loss of an iDaiiiiuate obji^t ought to do. 
Did you ever hear that landed property, the gift of tbk 
Ckown, could not be sold? Lady B, writes me word that 
she never saw her father aod mother so happy ; that she 
believes the latter would go to the bottom of the sea her- 
self to find fish for B.'a dinner, Ac,'' Augusta Ada was 
bom in London on the 10th of December, 1815. During 
the nest months a few cynical mottcrings are the only in- 
terrnptionB to an ominous silence; but these could be easi- 
ly explained by the increasing embarrassment of the poet's 
affairs, and the importunity of creditors, who in the coarse 
of the last half-year hod served seven or eight executious 
on his house and furniture. Their expectations were rused 
by exaggerated reports of his having married money ; and 
by a curious pertinacity of pride he still declined, even 
when he had to sell his books to accept advances from his 
publisher. Id January the storm which had been secretly 
gathering suddenly broke. On the 15th, i. «,, five weeks 
after her daughter's birth. Lady Byron left home with the 
infant to pay a visit, as had I}een agreed, to her own fam- 
ily at Kirkby Mallory, in Leicestershire. On the way she 
despatched to her husband a tenderly playful letter, which 
has been often quoted. Shortly afterwards he was inform- 
ed — first by her father, and then by herself — that she did 
not intend ever to return to him. The accounts of their 
last interview, as in the whole evidence bearing on the 
affair, not only differ, but flatly contradict one another. 
On behalf of Lord Byron it i^ asserted that his wife, infu- 
riated by his offering some innocent hospitality on occa- 
sion of bad weather to a respectable actress, Mrs. Mardyn, 
who had called on him about Drury Lane business, rushed 
into the room, exclaiming, " I leave you for ever " — and did 
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SO. According to another story, Li»dy Byron, finding him 
with a friend, and obscrring him to be annoyed at her en- 
trance, said, "Am I in your way, Byron T' whereupon he 
answered, "Damnably," Mrs. Leigh, Hodgson, Moore, 
and others did everything that mutual friends could do 
to bring about the reconciliation for which Byron himself 
professed to he eager, but in yain ; and in vain the effort 
was renewed in later years. The wife was inveterately 
bent on a separation, of the causes of which the husband 
alleged he was never informed, and with regard to which 
as long as he lived she preserved a rigid silence. 

For flomo time after the event Byron spoke of his wife 
with at least apparent generosity. Rightly or wrongly, 
he blamed her parents, and her maid — Mrs, Clermont, the 
theme of his scathing but not always dignified "Sketch;" 
but of herself he wrote (March 8, 1816), "I do not be- 
lieve that there ever was a brighter, and a kinder, or a 
more amiable or agreeable being than Lady Byron. I 
never had nor can have any reproach to make to her, 
whea with me." Elsewhere be adds, that ho would will- 
ingly, if he had the chance, "renew his marriage on a 
lease of twenty years." But as time passed and his over- 
tares were rejected, his patience gave way, and in some 
of his later sntires he even broke the bounds of courtesy. 
Lady Byron's letters at the time of the separation, espe- 
cially those first published in the Academy of July 19, 
1879, are to Mrs, Leigh always affectionato and confiden- 
tial, often pathetic, asking her advice " in this critical mo- 
ment," and protesting that, " independent of malady, she 
does not think of the past with any spirit of resentment, 
and scarcely with the sense of injury." In her communi- 
cations to Mr. Hodgson, on the other hand — the first of 
almost the same date, the second a few weeks later — she 
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writes with intense bitterness, stating that her action was 
due to offences which she could only condone on the Bap- 
position of her husband's insanity, and diatinotlj implying 
that she was in danger of her life. This snpposition hav- 
ing been by her medical advisers pronoanced erroneous, 
she felt, in the words only too pungently recalled in Don 
Juan, that her duty both to man and God prescribed her 
course of action. Her playful letter on leaving sbe seems 
to defend on the ground of the fear of personal violence. 
Till Lord Byron's death the intimacy between his wife 
and sister remained unbroken ; through the latter he con- 
tintied to aead numerous messages to the former, and to 
his child, who became a ward in Chancery ; but at a later 
date it began to cool. On the appearance of Lady By- 
ron's letter, in answer to Moore's first volume, Augusta 
speaks of it as " a despicable tirade ;" feels " disgusted at 
such unfeeling conduct ;" and thinks "nothing can justify 
any one in defaming the dead." Soon after 1830 they 
bad an open rupture on a matter of business, which was 
never really healed, though the then Puritanic precisian 
sent a message of relenting to Mrs. Leigh on her death- 
bed (1851). 

The charge or chains which, during her husband's life. 
Lady Byron from magnanimity or other motive reserved, 
she is ascertained, after his death, to have delivered with 
important modifications to various persons, with little re- 
gard to their capacity for reading evidence or to their dis- 
cretion. On one occasion her choice of a confidante was 
singularly unfortunate. "These," wrote Lord Byron in 
bis youth, "these are the first tidings that have ever 
sounded like fame in my ears — to be redde on the banks 
of the Ohio." Strangely enough, it is from the country 
of Washington, whom the poet was wont to reverence a> 
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the purest patriot of the modern world, that in 1869 there 
emanated the hideous story which scsndnlized both conti- 
nents, and ultimately recoiled on the retailer of the scandal. 
The grounds of the reckless charge have been weighed by 
those who have wished it to prove false, and by those who 
have wished it prove true, and found wanting. The chaff 
has been beaten in every way and on all sides, without 
yielding a particle of grain; and it were ill-advised to rake 
up the noJiious dust that alone remains. From nothing 
left on record by either of the two persona most intimate- 
ly concerned can we derive any reliable information. It 
is plain that Lady Byron was daring the later years of her 
life the victim of hallucinations, and that if Byron knew 
the secret, which he denies, he did not choose to tell it, 
putting oflf Captain Medwin and others with absurdities, 
as that " He did not like to see women eat," or with com- 
monplaces, as " The causes, my dear sir, were too simple to 
be found out." 

Thomas Moore, who had the Memoirs' supposed to have 
thrown light on the mystery, in the full knowledge of Dr. 
Lnshington's judgment and all the gossip of the day, pro- 
fesses to believe that "the causes of disunion did not dif- 
fer from those that loosen the links of moat such mar- 
riages," and writes several pages on the trite theme that 
great genius is incompatible with domestic happiness. 
Negative instances abound to modify this sweeping gen- 
eralization ; but there is a kind of genius, closely associ- 
ated with intense irritability, which it is difficult to sub- 
ject to the most reasonable yoke ; and of this sort wa» 
Byron's. His valet, Fletcher, is reported to have said that 
"Any woman could manage my lord, except my lady;" 
and Madame De Stag!, on reading the Farewell, that " She 
' Captain TrolavD}', however, doubts if he ever read them. 
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wonJd have been glad to have been in Lady Byron's place." 

But it may be doubled if Byron would bave made a good 
Lusband to any womnti ; his wife and be were even more 
than usually ill-aBsorted. A model of the proprieties, and 
a pattern of the learned philanthropy of which in her sex 
be v/ae wont to make a constant butt, she was no fit con- 
sort for that "mens insana in eorpore insano." What 
could her plaoid temperament conjecture of a man whom 
Bbe saw, in one of his fits of passion, throwing a favourite 
watch under the fire, and grinding it to pieces with a 
poker! Or how could her conscious virtue tolerate the 
recurring irregularities which he was accustomed not only 
to permit himself but to parade ? The harassment of his 
aSairs stimulated bis violence, till she was inclined to sus- 
pect him to be mad. Some of her recently printed let- 
ters — as that to Lady Anne Barnard, and the reports of 
later observers of her character — us William Howitt, tend 
to detract from the earlier tributes to her eonaistent amia- 
bility, and conSrm our ideas of the incompatibility of the 
pair. It must have been trying to a. poet to be asked by 
his wife, impatient of his late hours, when he was going 
to leave oS writing verses ; to be told ho had no real en- 
thusiasm ; or to have his desk broken open, and its com- 
promising contents sent to the persons for whom they 
were least intended. The smouldering elements of dis- 
content may have been fanned by the gossip of depend- 
ants, or the ofBcious zeal of relatives, and kindled into a 
jealous flame by the ostentation of regard for others be- 
yond the circle of his home. Lady Byron doubtless be- 
lieved some stflry which, when communicated to her legal 
advisers, led them to the conclusion that the mere fact of 
her believing it made reconciliation impossible ; and the 
inveterate obstinacy which lurked beneath her graciouE 
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exterior made her cling through life to the substance — 
not always to the form, whatever that may have beeu — of 
her first impreaaions. Her later letters to Mrs. Leigh, as 
that called forth by Moore's Life, are certainly as open to 
the charge of self-righteousnens, as those of her huabaiid'a 
are to self-disparagement. 

Byron himself somewhere says, " Strength of endurance 
is worth all the talent in the world." " I love the virtues 
that I cannot share." His own courage was all active i he 
had no power of sustained endurance. At a time when 
hia proper refuge was silence, and his prevailing sentiment 
— for he adtuita he was somehow to Dame — should have 
been remorse, he foolishly vented hia anger and his grief 
in verses, most of them either peevish or vindictive, and 
some of whicli he certainly pennitted to be published, 
"Woe to him," eiclaims Voltaire, "who saya all he could 
on any subject I" Woe to him, bo might have added, 
who says anything at all on the subject of his domestic 
troubles ! The poet's want of reticence at this crisis 
started a host of conjectures, accuBations, and calumnies, 
the outcome, in some degree at least, of the raocoroos 
jealousy of men with whose adulation he was weary. 
Then began that burst of British virtue on which Macau- 
lay has expatiated, and at which the social critics of the 
continent have laughed. Cottle, Cato, Oxoniensis, Delia, 
and Styles were let loose, and they anticipated the Satuf- 
day and the Spectator of 1869, so that the latter might 
well have exclaimed, " Percant qui ant« nos nostra diie- 
mnt," Byron was accused of every possible and impossi- 
ble vice. He was compared to Sardanapalus, Nero, Tibe- 
rius, the Duke of Orleans, Heliogabalus, and Satan — all the 
most disreputable persons mentioned in sacred and pro- 
fane history ; his benevolences were maligned, his most 
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disinterested Actions perverted. Mrs. Mardyn, tbc actress, 
was on Lis account, on one occasion, driven off tlie public 
stage. He waa adviecd not to go to tbo theatres, lest he 
should be hissed ; nor to Parliament, lost he should be in- 
Boitod. On the very day of bis departure a friend told 
him that he feared violence from mobs assembling at the 
door of his carriage. "Upon what grounds," the poet 
writes, in an incisive survey of the circumstances, in Au- 
gust, 1810, "the public formed their opinion, I am not 
aware ; but it was general, and it was decisive. Of me 
and of mine they kuew little, except that 1 had written 
poetry, was a nobleman, had married, became a father, and 
was involved in differences with my wife and her relatives 
— no one knew why, because the persons complaining re- 
fused to state their grievances. 

" The press was active and scurrilous ; . . . my name 
— which had been a knightly or a noble one since my fa- 
thers helped to conquer the kingdom for William the 
Korman — was tainted. I felt that, if what was whispered 
and muttered and murmured was true, I was unfit for Eng- 
land ; if false, England was unfit for me, I withdrew ; 
but this was not enough. In other countries — in Switz- 
erland, in the shadow of the Alps, and by the blue depth 
of the lakes — I was pursued and breathed upon by the 
same blight. I crossed the mountains, but it was the 
same ; so I went a little farther, and settled myself by the 
waves of the Adriatic, like the stag at bay, who betakes 
himself to the waten," 

On the 16th of April, 1816, shortly before his departs 
are, he wrote to Mr. Rogers : " My sister is now with me, 
and leaves town to-morrow. We shall not meet again 
for some time, at all events, if ever (it was their final meet- 
ing), and under these circumstances I trust to stand ez< 
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caaed to you and Mr, Sheridan for being unable to wait 
upon him this eveoing." In all tbia storm and stress, By- 
ron's one refage was in tho aSection which rises like a 
well of purity amid the passions of his turbid life. 

" Id the desert a, fountain is springing, 
In the wild waale there still is a tree; 
And a bird id the solitude singing. 
That speaks to my spirit of thee." 

The fashionable world was tired of its spoilt child, and 
fae of it. Hunted ont of the conntry, bankrupt in purse 
aad heart, he left it, never to return ; but he left it to find 
fresh inspiration by the " rushing of the arrowy Rhone," 
and under Italian skies to write the works which have im- 
mortalized his name. 



CHAPTER YH. 



On the 25th of April, 1816, Byron ernhnrked for Oatend. 
From tbo " burning marl " of the staring straetB he planted 
his foot again on the dect witli a genuine exultation. 

" Once more upon tliH waters, jet once more. 
And the waves bound beneath me as a, steed 
That knows her rider. Welcome to the roar !" 



But he brought with him a relic of English extrav^ance, 
setting out on his land travels in a huge coach, copied 
from that of Napoleon taken at Genappe, and being ac- 
companied by Fletcher, Riishton, Berger, a Swiss, and an 
Italian physician, called Polidori, son of Alfiori's secreta- 
ry — a man of some talent bnt fatal conceit, A question 
arises as to the source from which be obtained the means 
for these and subsequent luxuries, in striking contrast with 
Goldsmith's walking-stick, knapsack, and flute. Byron's 
financial affairs are almost inextricably confused. We can, 
for instance, nowhere find a clear stiiteracnt of the result 
of the suit regarding the Rochdaie Estates, save that be 
lost it before the Conrt of Exchequer, and that his appeal 
to the House of Lords was stiU nnsettled In 1822. The 
sale of Newstead to Colonel Wildman in 181 8, for 90,00Ot, 
went mostly to pay ofi mortgages and debts. In April, 
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1819, Mrs. Ifigb wTitiij'-sper a last sigh over this event : 

''Sixty_(hou9iind'{k6ini9s was secured by hia (Byron's) 
matTiage''*ittlement, the intercet of which he receii-es for 
^ 3'^ .*an3* which ought to make him very comfortable." 
'• This ia unfortunately decisive of the fact that he did not 
in Bpirit adhere to the resolution expressed to Moore never 
to touch a farthing oE hia wife's money, though we may 
accept his statement to Medwin, that ho twice repaid Ute 
dowry of 10,000^. brought to him at the maiTiage, as in 
BO far diminishing the obligation. None of the capital of 
Lady Bjrou's family came under his control till 1822, 
when, on the death of her mother. Lady Noel, Byron ar- 
ranged the appointment of referees — Sir Francis Burdett 
on his behalf, Lord Dacre on his wife's. The reanlt waa 
an equal division of a property worth about 7000^. a year. 
While in Italy, the poet received, besides, about 10,0002. 
for his writings — 4000^. being given for ChUde Harold 
(iiL, iv.) and Manfred. "Ne pas fetre dupe" waa one of 
his determinatione, and, though he began by caring little 
for making money, he was always fond of spcndin 
" I tell you it is too mneh," he said to Murray, in return- 
ing a thousand guineas for the Corinth and PariHna. 
Uodgson, Moore, Bland, Thomas Ashe, the family of Lord 
Falkland, the British Consul at Venice, and a host of oth- 
ers were ready to testify to hia superb munificence, 
the other band, he would stint his pleasures, or his benev- 
olences, which were among them, for no one ; and when he 
found that to spend money he had to make it, he 
neither rhyme nor reason in accepting leas than hia dae. 
In 1817 he begins to dun Murray, declaring, with a frank- 
ness in which we can find no fault, "You offer 1500 guin- 
eas for the new canto (C H., iv,). I won't take it. I ask 
2500 guineas for it, which you will either give or not, an 
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yoQ think proper." During the remaining years of his life 
he grew more and more exact, driving hard bargains for 
hia hoaaes, horses, and boats, and fitting himself, had he 
lived, to be Chancellor of the Exchequer in the newly-lib- 
erated State, from which he took a bond securing a ftur 
interest for his loan. He made out an account in £ s. d. 
against the ungrateful Dallas, and when Leigh Hnnt threat- 
ened to sponge upoa him, he got a harali rocoption ; but 
there is nothing to countenance the view that Byron was 
ever really possessed by the "good old gentlemanly vice" 
of which lie wrote. The Skimpoles and Chadbands of tho 
world are always inclined to talk of filthy lucre : it is 
equally a fashion of really lavish people to boast that they 
are good men of business. 

We have only a few glimpses of Byron's progress. At 
Brussels the Napoleonic coach was set aside for a more 
serviceable caleche. During his stay in the Belgian capi- 
tal he paid a visit to the scene of Waterloo, wrote the fa- 
mous stanzas beginning, "Stop, for thy tread is on an em- 
pire's dust I" and, in unpatriotic prose, recorded his im- 
pressioDa of a plain which appeared to him to " want little 
but a better cause " to mate it vie in interest with those 
of Flatea and Marathon. 

The rest of his journey lay up the Rhine to Basle, thence 
to Berne, Lausanne, and Geneva, where he settled for a 
time at the E6tel Secheron, on the western shore of the 
lake. Here began the most interesting literary relation- 
ship of hia life, for here he first came in contact with the 
impassioned Ariel of English verse, Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
Tliey lived in proximity after they left the hotel, Shelley's 
headquarters being at Mont Alegre, and Byron's for the 
remainder of the summer at the Villa Diodati ; and their 
acquaintance rapidly ripened into an intimacy which, with 
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some inteTTDptions, extended over the tix remaining years 

of their joint liviia. The place for an estimate of their 
miitua! influence belongs to the time of their Italian parl- 
nership. Meanwhile, we hear of them mainly as fellow- 
excursionists about the lake, which on one occaaion, de- 
parting from its placid poetical character, all but swallowed 
them hoth, along with Hobhouse, off Meillerie. " The 
boat," Hays Byron, "was nearly wrecked near the very 
spot where SL Frenx and Julia were in danger of being 
drowned. It would have been classical to have been 
there, but not agreeable. I ran no risk, being so near 
rocks and a good swimmer; but our party were wet and 
incommoded." The only anxiety of Shelley, who could 
not swim, was, that no one else should risk a life for his. 
Two such revolutionary or such brave poets were, in all 
probability, never before nor since in a storm in a boat 
together. During this period Byron complains of being 
still persecuted. " I was in a wretched state of health and 
worse spirits when I was in Geneva; but quiet and the 
lake — better physicians than I'olidori — soon set me up. 
I never led so moral a life as during my residence in that 
country, but I gained no credit by it. On the contrary, 
there la no story so absurd that they did not Invent at my 
cost, I was watched by glasses on the opposite side of the 
lake, and by glasses, too, that must have had very distorted 
optics. I was waylaid in my evening drives. I believe 
they looked upon me as a man-monster." Shortly after 
bis arrival in Switzerland he contracted an intimacy with 
Miss Clairmont, a daughter of Godwin's second wife, and 
consequently a connexion by marriage of the Shelleys, 
with whom she was living, which resalted in the birth of 
a daughter, Allegra, at Great Marlow, in February, 1817, 
The noticeable events of the following two months are 
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a joint excarsioD to CbaniotiDi, and s visit in July ta 
Madame de Stagl at Coppet, in the course of wlitch he 
met Frederick Schlegel. During a wet week, when the 
families were reading together some German ghoat storiea, 
an idea occnrred of imitating them, the main result of 
which was Mrs. Shelley's Frankenatetn. Byron contrib- 
uted to the scheme a fragment of The Vampire, after- 
wards completed and published in the name of his patron 
by Polidori. This eccentric physician now began to de- 
velope a vein of half insanity ; his jealousy of Slielley grew 
to BQch a pitch that it resulted in the doctor's sending a 
challenge to the poet. Shelley only laughed at this ; but 
Byron, to stop further impertinences of the kind, remark- 
ed, "Recollect that-, though Shelley has scruples about duel- 
ling, I have none, and shall be at all times ready to take 
his place." Polidori had ultimately to be dismissed, and, 
after some years of absurd adventure, committed suicide. 

The Shelleys left for England in September, and Byron 
made an excursion with Hobhouso through the Bemese 
Oberland. They went by the Col de Jaman and the 
Simraenthal to Thun; then up the valley to t!ie Staub- 
bacb, which he compares to the tail of the pale horse in 
the Apocalypse — not a very happy, though a striking 
comparison, Thence they proceeded over the Wengem 
to Grindelwald and the Rosenlau glacier ; then back by 
Berne, Friburg, and Yrerdun to Diodati. The following 
passage in reference to this tour may be selected as a 
specimen of his prose description, and of the ideas of 
mountMneering before the days of the Alpine Club ; — 

"Before ascending the mountain, went to the torrent 
again, the sun upon it forming a rainbow of the lower 
part, of all colours, bat principally purple and gold, the bow 
moving as you move. I never saw anything like this ; it 
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is only In the sunshine. . . . Left the horsea, toot off my 
coat, anii went to the somrait, 7000 English feet above the 
level of the sea, and 5000 feet above the valley we left in 
the morning. On one side our view comprised the Jung- 
f ran, with all her glaciers ; then the Dent d' Argent, shining 
like truth ; then the Eighers and the Wetterhorn. Heard 
the avalanches falling every five minutes. From where 
we stood on the Weugem Alp we had all these in view 
on one aidu ; on the other, the clouds rose up from the 
opposite valley, curling up perpendicular preeipioea, lite 
the foam of the ocean of hell during a spring tide ; it waa 
white and sulphury, and immeasurably deep in appear- 
ance. . . . Arrived at the Grindelwald ; dined ; mounted 
again, and rode to the higher glacier — lite a frozen hurri- 
cane ; stArlight beautiful, but a devil of a path. Pass- 
ed whole woods of withered pines, all withered ; tnints 
stripped and barkless, branches lifeless ; done by a single 
winter. Their appearance reminded me of me and my 

Students of Manfred will recognize whole sentences, 
only slightly modified in its verse. Though Byron talks 
with contempt of authorship, there is scarce a fine phrase 
in his letters or journal which is not pressed into the 
author's servica He turns his deepest griefs to artistic 
gain, and uses five or six times, for literary purposes, the 
expression which seems to have dropped from him natu- 
rally about his household gods being shivered on hit 
hearth. His account of this excursion concludes with i 
passage equally characteristic of his melancholy and incea- 
sant self -consciousness : — 

"In the weather for this tour I have been very fortu- 
nate. ... I was disposed to be pleased. I am a 1 
of nature, kc. . . . But in all this the recollectian of bit^ 



th.] 
temeas, s 



SWITZERLAND. 



I 



I 



ind more especially of recent and more home 
1 must accompany me tbrangh life, hare 
preyed upon me here ; and neither the muBie of the shep- 
herd, the crashing of the avalanche, the torrent, the moon- 
ttun, the glacier, the forest, nor the cloud, have for one 
moment lightened the weight upon my heart, nor enabled 
me to lose my own wretched identity in the majesty, and 
the power, and the glory around, above, and beneath me." 
Such egotism in an idle man would only provoke im- 
patience; but Byron was, during the whole of this period, 
almost preternatn rally active. Detained by bad weather 
at Oachy for two days (June 26, 27), he wrote the Pris- 
oner of Chillon, which, with his noble introductory sonnet 
on Bonnivard, in some respects surpasses any of his early 
romances. The opening lines — 

"Luke Leman lies bj Chilian's iruUs; 
A tliouaBiid feet in depth beloR, 
Its masay w&ters meet and Sow'' — 

bring before us in a few words the conditions of a hope- 
less bondage. The account of the prisoner himself, and of 
the lingering deaths of the brothers ; the first frenzy of 
uid the desolation which BQOceeds it — 



" I only loved : I only drew 
The acoui'sed breath of dangeon dew " — 

the bird's aong breaking on the night of his solitude ; his 
growing enamoured of despair, and regaining his freedom 
with a sigh, are all strokes from a master hand. From 
the same place, at the same date, he announces to Mur- 
ray the completion of the third canto of Childe Barold. 
The productiveness of July is portentous. During that 
month he wrote the Monody on Sheridan, The Dream, 



ChureMtr» Grave, the Sonntt to Lakt LtTnan, Could 1 
remotmt the River of my Years, part of Manfred, Promt- 
theu», the Stamai to Augiuta, beginning, 



and the terrihle dream of Darkneaa, which at least in the 
ghastly power of the close, where the survivors meet by 
the lurid light of a dim dtar fire, and die of each other's 
hideouanesB, surpasses Campbell's Laet Man.^ At Lau- 
sanne the poet made a pilgrimage to the haunts of Gib- 
bon, broke a sprig from his acacia-tree, and carried oft 
some rose leaves from bis garden. Though entertaining 
friends, among them Mr. M. U. Lewis and Scrope Davies, 
he Bystematicaily ahunaed " the locust awarm of English 
tourists," remarking on their obtrusive platitudes; as when 
he heard one of them at Chamuuai inquire, " Did yoa 
ever see anything more truly rural?" Ultimately he got 
tired of the Calvinistic Genevese — one of whom is said to 
have swooned as he entered the room — and early in Octo- 
ber set out with Hobhouse for Italy. They crossed the 
Simplon, and proceeded by the Lago Maggiore to Milan, 
admiring the pass, but alighting the somewhat hothouse 
beauties of the Borromean Islands. From Milan he writes, 
pronouncing its cathedral to be only a little inferior to 
that of Seville, and delighted with "a correspondence, all 
original and amatory, between Lucrotia Borgia and Car- 
dinal Bembo." He secured a lock of the golden hair of 
the Pope's daughter, and wished himself a cardinoL 

At Verona, Byron dilates on the amphithoatfe, as sur- 
passing anything he had seen even in Greece, and on the 

' Tbia onl; appeared in 1831, but Campbell claims to have given 
Bjnm in coQveraation the suggeation of the Bubjecl. 
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faith of the people in the story of Juliet, from whose re- 
puted tomb he sent some pieces of granite to Ada and his 
niecea. In November we find biro settled in Venice, "the 
grecDost isle of hia imagination." There he began to form 
those questionable alliances which are so marked a feature 
of his life, and so frequent a theme in his letters, that it is 
impoBsible to pass them without notice. The first of bis 
temporary idols was Mariana Segati, " the wife of a me^ 
chant of Venice," for some time his landlord. With this 
woman, whom he describes as an antelope with oriental 
eyes, wavy hair, a voice like the cooing of a dove, and the 
spirit of a Bacchante, he remained on terms of intimacy 
for about eighteen months, during which their mutual de- 
votion was only disturbed by some outburst* of jealousy. 
In December the poet took lessons in Armenian, glad to 
find in the study something craggy to break his mind 
upon. He translated into that language a portion of 8t. 
Paul'a Epistle to the Corinthians, Notes on the carnival, 
praises of Chrislabel, instructions about the printing of 
Ckilde Harold (iiL), protests against the publioation under 
hia name of some spurious " domestic poems," and con- 
stant references, doubtfully domestic, to his Adriatic lady, 
fill up the recoi'ds of 1816. On Fobmary 15, 1817, he 
announces to Murray the completion of the first sketch of 
Manfred, and alludes to it in a bantering manner as " a 
kind of poem in dialogue, of a wild metaphysical and in- 
explicable kind ;" concluding, '* I have at least rendered it 
quite impoimhle for the stage, for which my intercourse 
with Dniry Lane has given me the greatest contempt." 

About this time Byron seems to have entertained the 
idea of returning to England in the spring, i, e., after a 
year's absence. This design, however, was soon set aside, 
partly in consequence of a alow malarial fever, by wblah 
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be was prostrated for several veeka. On bis partial recov- 
evy, sttribated to bis hsTing had neither medicine nor 
doctor, and a determination to live till he had " pat one 
or two people out of the world," be started on an expedi- 
tion to Rome. 

His first stage was Arqua ; then Ferrara, where he was 
inspired, by a sight of the Italian poet's prison, with the 
Lament o/Tasso; the next, Florence, where he describes 
himself as druok with the beanty of the galleries. Among 
the pictures, he was most impressed with the mistresses of 
Baphael and Titian, to whom, along with Giorgione, be is 
always reverential; and he recognized in Santa Croce the 
Westminster Abbey of Italy. Passing throngh Foligno, 
he reached his destination early in May, and met bis old 
friends, Lord Lansdowne and Hobbouse. The poet em- 
ployed bis short time at Komc in visiting on horseback 
the most famous sites in the city and neighbourhood — as 
the Alban Mount, Tivoli, Fraacati, the Falls of Temi, and 
tbe Clitumniis — re-casting the crude first draft of the third 
act of Man/red, and silting for his bust to Thorwaldsen. 
Of this sitting the sculptor afterwards gave some account 
to his compatriot, Hans Andersen : " Byron placed him- 
self opposite to me, but at once began to put on a quite 
different expression from that usual to him. ' Will yoa 
not ait still V said I. ' You need not assume that look,' 
' That is my expression,' said Byron. ' Indeed,' said I ; 
and I then represented him as I wished. When tbe bust 
was finished be said, ' It is not at all Uke me ; my expres- 
ore unhappy.'" West, the American, who five 
s later painted bis lordship at Leghorn, substantiates 
the above half-satirical anecdote, by the remark, " He was 
a bad sitter; be assumed a countenance that did not be- 
long to him, as thoagh be were thinking of a frontispiece 
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for Childe Harold.^' Thorwaldaen'a huat, the first cast of 
whieh was sent to Hobliouse, and pronounced by Mrs. 
Leigh to be the best of the nuTiierous likcneaseB of her 
brother, was often repeated. Professor Brandea, of Co- 
penhagen, introduces his striking sketch of the poet by a 
reference to the mode), that has its natural place ia the 
musenin named from the great sculptor whose genius had 
flung into the clay the features of a character so unlike 
his own. The bust, says the Danish critic, at first sight 
impresses one with an uudefinable classic grace ; on closer 
examination, the restlessness of a life is reflected in a brow 
over which clouds seem to hover, but clouds from which 
we look for lightnings. The dominant impression of the 
whole is that of some irresistible power (Unwiderstehlich- 
keit). Thorwaldsen, at a much later date {1829-1833), 
executed the marble statue, first intended for the Abbey, 
which is now to bo seen in the library of Trinity College, 
in evidence that Cambridge is still proud of her most biill- 
iant son. 

Towards the close of the month — after almost fainting 
at the execution by guillotine of three bandits — he pro- 
fesses impatience to get back to Mariana, and early in 
the next we find him established with her near Venice, 
at the villa of La Mira, where for some time he continued 
to reside. His letters of June refer to the sale of New- 
stead, the mistake of Mrs. Leigh and others in attributing 
to him the Tales of a Landlord, the appearance of Lalta 
Rookh, preparations for Marino Faiiero, and the progress 
of Ckilde Harold (iv.). This poem, completed in Septem- 
ber, and published early in 1818 (with a dedication to 
Hobhouse, who had supplied most of the illustrative 
notes), first made manifest the range of the poet's power. 
Only another slope of ascent lay between him and the 



pinnacle, over which shines the red star of Cain. Had 
Lord Byron'a public career closed when he left Etiglaod, 
he would have been reiuE^mbered for a generation as the 
Author of some musical minor verses, a clever satire, a 
journal in verse exhibiting flashes of genius, and a aerici 
of fascinating ronisncea — also giving promise of higher 
power— whiiih had enjoyed a marvellous popularity. The 
third and fourth cantos of Childt Harold placed him on 
another plalforia, that of the Dii Majores of English 
verse. These cantos are aeparated from their predeees- 
Bors, not by a stage, but by a gulf. Previous to their 
publication he had only shown how far the force of rhap- 
sody could go; now he struck with his right hand, and 
from the shoulder. Knowledge of life and study of Nat- 
ure wore the mainsprings of a growth which the indirect 
influence of Wordsworth, and the happy companionship 
of Shelley, played their part in fostering. FaultlessnosB is 
seldom a characteristic of impetuous verse, never of By- 
ron's ; and even in the later parts of the ChUde there are 
careless lines and doubtful images. " Self-exiled Harold 
wanders forth again," looking " pale and interesting ;" but 
we are soon refreshed by a higher note. No familiari- 
ty can detract from " Waterloo," whicli holds its own by 
Barbour's " Bannookburn " and Scott's " Flodden." Sir 
Walter, referring to the climax of the opening, and the 
pathetic lament of the closing lines, generously doubts 
whether any verses in English surpass them in vigour. 
There follows " The Broken MiiTor," extolled by Jeffrey 
with an appreciation of its exuberance of fancy and neg- 
ligence of diction ; and then the masterly sketch of Na- 
poleon, with the implied reference to the writer at tho 
end. 

The descriptio 



1 both cantos perpetually r 



i from 



J 



"J 



TfllllD PERIOD OF AUTHORSniP. 



a basis of rLetoric to a real height of poetry. Byron's 
" Rhine " flows, like the river itseif, in a stream of " exult- 
ing and abounding" stanzas. His "Venice" may he set 
beside the roaslerjtieces of Ruskin'a prose, Tliey are to- 
gether the joint pride of Italy and England. The tem- 
pest in the third canto is in rerso a splendid microcosm 
of the favourite, if not the provaLIing mood of the writer's 
mind. In spite of manifest flaws, the nine stanzas begin- 
ning " It is the hush of night," have enough in them to 
feed a high reputation. The poet's dying day, his sun 
aad moon contending over the Rhcetian hili, bia Thras- 
ymene, Clitumnns, and Velino, show that his eye has 
grown kcGDer, and hia imagery at least more terse, and 
that he can occasionally foi'get himself in bis surround- 
ings. The Drachenfells, EhreDbreitstein, the Alps, Lake 
Leman, pass before us like a series of dissolving views. 
But the stability of the book depends on its being a Tem- 
ple of Fame, as well as a Diorama of Scenery. It is no 
mere versified Guide, because every resting-place in the 
pilgrimage is made interesting by association with illustri- 
ous memories. Coblentz introduces the tribute to Mar- 
ceau ; Clarens an almost complete review, in five verses, of 
Rousseau ; Lausanne and Femey the i]uintessoncc of criti- 
cism on Gibbon and Voltaire. A tomb in Arqua Buggesta- 
Petrarch; the grass-grown streets of Ferrara lead in the 
lines on Tssso; the white walla of the Etnirian Athena 
bring bacif Alficri and Michael Angelo, and the prose bard 
of tlie hundred talcs, and Dante, "buried by the upbraid- 
ing shore," and 

" Tbi! atarrj Galileo and hia woes." 

Byron lias made himself so master of the glories and 
the wrecks of Rome, that almost everything else that baa 
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been aaid of them seems superflnous. Hawthorne, in his 
Marble Faun, comes nearest to him ; but Byron's Gladia- 
tor and Apollo, if not his Laocoon, are unequalled. "The 
voice of MariuB," says Scott, " could not sound more deep 
and solemn among the ruina of Carthage than the atimoB 
of the pilgrim among the broken shrincB and fallen atat- 
nea of her suhduer." As the third canto has a fitting 
close with the poet's pathetic remembrance of his dangh- 
ter, BO the fourth is wound up with consummate art — the 
memorable dirgo on the Princess Charlotte being followed 
by the address to the sea, which, enduring unwrinlcled 
through all its ebba and flows, seems to mock at the muta- 
bility of human life. 

Manfred, his witch drama, aa the author called it, baa 
had a special attraction for inquisitive biographers, be- 
cause it has been supposed in some dark manner to reveal 
the secrets of his prison-house. Its lines have been tort- 
ured, like the witches of the seventeenth century, to ei- 
tort from them the meaning of the " all nameless hour," 
and every conceivable horror has been alleged aa its motif. 
On thia subject Goethe writes with a humorous simplici- 
ty : "This aingularly intellectual poet has extracted from 
my Famt the strongest nouriahment for his hypochon- 
dria; but he has made use of the impelling principles 

for hia own purposes. When a bold and enterprising 

young man, he won the affections of a Florentine lady. 
Her husband discovered the amour, and murdered hia 
wife ; but the murderer was the same night found dead 
in the street, and there was no one to whom any sus- 
picion conld be attached. Lord Byron removed from 
Florence, but these spirits have haunted him all hia 
life. This romantic incident explains innumerable alln- 
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" I hsTB shed 
Blood, bat not bere ; and jei her blood was shed." 
Were it not for the fa^t that the poet had oever seen the 
city in question when he wrote the poem, this expJaDation 
would be more plausible than most others, for the allu- 
aioDB are all to some lady who has heen done to death. 
Oalt asserts that the plot turns on a tradition of unhallow- 
ed necromancy — a human sacrifice, like that of Antinona 
attrihuted to Hadrian. Byron himself says it has no plot ; 
but he kept teasing his questioners with mysterious hints, 
e. <;., " It. was the Staubbach and the Jungfr^u, and some- 
thing else more than Faustus, which made me write Man- 
fred ;" and of one of his critics he says to Murray, " It 
had a better origin than he can devise or divine, for the 
Boul of him." In any case most methods of reading be- 
tween its lines would, if similarly applied, convict Sopho- 
cles, Schiller, and Shelley of incest, Shalcspeare of murder, 
Milton of blasphemy, Scott of foi^ery, Marlowe and Goe- 
the of compacts with the devil. Byron was do dramatist, 
bnt be had wit enough to vary at least the circumstancei 
of his projected personality. The memories of both Fansta 
— the Elizabethan and the German — mingle, in the pages 
of this piece, witb shadows of the author's life ; but to 
these it never gives, nor could be intended to give, any 
substantial form. 

Manfred is a chaos of pictures, suggested by the sce- 
nery of Lauterbrunncn and Grindelwald, half animated by 
vague personifications and sensational narrative. Like 
Harold and Scott's Marmion, it just misses being a great 
poem. The Coliseum is its masterpiece of description ; 
the appeal, " Astarte, my beloved, speak to me," its nearest 
approach to pathos. The lonely death of the hero makes 
36 to the moral tumult of the preceding 
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scenes. But the reflections, often striking, are seldom ab- 
Bolutely fresli : that beginning, 

"The mind, which is immortal, makes itself 
Requilal for its good or evil tboughu, 
la its omi origin of ill and end, 
And its own pluce and tim^," 

is transplanted from Milton with as little change as Milton 
made in transplanting it from Marlowe. The author's own 
favourite passage, the invocation to the sun (act iii., sc. 2), 
has some sublimitj, marred bj lapses. The lyrics scatter- 
ed through the poem sometimes open well, e. g., — 

, " Uont Blanc is the mDna.reh of mounCains ; 

Thej croimed him long ago, 
On B throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds. 
With a diadem of snow •" 

hut they cannot sustain themselves lite true song-birda, 
and fail to the ground like spent rockets. This applies to 
Byron's lyrics generally; turn to tbc incantation in the 
Deformed Transformed the first two lines arc in tune — 

" Beautiful shadow of Thetifl's boj, 
Who flloepB in the meadow whose grass grows o'er Troy." 

Nor Stemhold nor Hopkins has more mthleaaly outraged 
our ears than the next two — 

" From thi' red earth, like Adam, thj likeness I shape, 
As the Boing who made him, whose actions I apG(t)" 

Of bis songs : " There be none of Beauty's daughters," 
" She walks in beauty," " Maid of Athens," " 1 enter thy 
garden of rosea," the translation " Sons of the Greeks," 
and others, have a flow and verve that it is pedantry to 
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igDoie; but ia general Byroa was too inucb of the earth 
earthy to be a great lyriaL Some of the greatest have 
lived wild lives, but their ivings were not weighted with 
the lead of the love of the world. 

The summer and early months of the antumn of 161f 
were spent at La Mira, and much of the poet's time was 
oeeupied in riding along the banks of the Brenta, often in 
the company of the few congenial EngliBhmen who came in 
his way ; others, whom he avoided, avenged themselves by 
retailing stories, none of which were "too improbable for 
the craving appetites of their alander-loving countrymen," 
In Angoet he received a visit from Mr. Hobbouse, and on 
this occasion drew np the remarkable document afterwards 
given 10 Mr. M. G. Lewis for circulation in England, which 
appeared in the Academy of October 9, 1869. In this 
document he says, " It has been intimated to me that the 
persons understood to be the legal advisers of Lady Byron 
have declared their lips to be scaled up on the cause of the 
separation between her and myself. If their lips are seal- 
ed up tbey are not sealed up by me, and the greatest fa- 
vour they can confer upon me will be to open them." He 
goes on to state that be repents having consented to the 
separation — will he glad to cancel the deed, or to go be- 
fore any tribunal to discuss the matter in the most public 
manner ; adding, that Mr. Hobbouse (in wbosc presence be 
was writing) proposed, on his part, to go into court, and 
ending with a renewed asseveration of his ignorance of the 
allegations against him, and bis inability to anderstand for 
what parpose they had been kept back, " unless it was to 
sanction the most infamous calumnies by silence." Hob- 
house and others, durmg the four succeeding years, ine£- 
fectnally endeavoured to persuade the poet to return to 
Moore and others insist that Byron's hcait wag 



lis BYKON. [cHi». 

at home when Lis presence was abroad, and that, with all 
hor faults, ho loved his country still. Leigh llunt, on the 
contrary, aaacrts that he cared nothing for England or ita 
affairs. Like many men of genius, Byron was never satis- 
fied with what he had at the time. " Romie Tibur amcm 
ventosus Tibure Komam." At Seaham he is bored to 
death, and pants for the excitement of the clubs ; in Lon- 
don society he longs for a desert or island in the Cycladcs ; 
after their separation, he be^ns to regret his wife ; after 
his exile, his country. " Where," he osclaimed to Hob- 
house, "ia real comfort to be found out of England!" 
He frequentlv fell into the mood in which he wrote the 
verse — 

" Tet I was born where men are proud to be, 
Not without cause : &nd should 1 leave behind 
Tb' immorlti] ialaad of the s^e and free, 
And seek me out a. home by a remoter sea ?" 
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But the following, to Murray (June 7, 1819), is equally 
sincere ; " Some of the epitaphs at Ferrara pleased me 
more than the more splendid monuments of Bologna; for 



" ' Martini Luigi 
Imptora pace.' 

" ' Lucreria Pioioi 

Implora eterae quioto.' 

Can anything be more full of pathos? These few words 
say all that can be said or sought; the dead had had 
enough of life ; all they wanted was rest, and this they 
implore. Tliere is all the helplessness, and humble hope, 
and death-like prayer that can arise from the grave — 'in 
plora pace.' I hope, whoever may survive me, and bIu 
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flee me pnt in the foreigner's burying-gronnd at the Lido, 
within the fortresa by the Adriatic, will see these two 
words, and no more, put over me. I trust they won't 
think of pickling and bringing me home to Clod, or Blun- 
derbuss Hall. I am sure my bones would not rest in an 
English grave, or my clay mi.v with the earth of that coun- 
try." Hunt's view is, in this as in other subtle respects, 
nearer the truth than Moore's; for with all Byroa'a in- 
sight into Italian vice, he hated more the master vice of 
England — hypocrisy ; and much of bia greatest, and in a 
sense latest, because unfinished work, is the severest, as it 
miglit be the wholcsomest, satire ever directed against a 
great nation since the days of Juvenal and Tacitus. 

In September (181V) Byron entered into negotiations, 
afterwards completed, for renting a country house among 
the Enganean hills near Est*, from Mr. Hoppner, the Eng- 
lish Consul at Venice, who bears frequent testimony to his 
kindness and courtesy. In October we find him settled 
for the winter in Venice, where he first occupied his old 
quaiters in the Spezieria, and afterwards hired one of the 
palaces of the Countess Mocenigo on the Grand Canal. 
Between this mansion, the cottage at Este, and the villa 
of La Mlra, he divided hjs time for the next two years. 
During the earlier part of his Venetian career he had con- 
tinued to frequent the salon of the Countess Albrizzi, 
where he met with people of both sexes of some rank and 
standing who appreciated bis genius, thongh some among 
them fell into absurd mistakes. A gentleman of the com- 
pany informing the hostess, in answer to some inquiry 
regarding Canova'a busts, that Washington, the American 
President, was shot in a duel by Burke, '" What in the 
name of folly arc you thinking of!" said Byron, perceiv- 
ing that the speaker was confounding Washington with 
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Hamilton, and Burke with Burr. He afterwards transfer- 
red himself to the rival cot«rie of the Countess Bcnzoni, 
and gave himself np with little reserve to the intrigues 
which cast discredit on this portion of bia life. Nothing 
is so conducive to dissipation as despair, and Byron had 
begun to regard the Sea-Cybe!e as a Sea-Sodom-— when he 
wrote, "To watch a city die daily, aa she does, ia a sad con- 
templation, I sought to distract my mind from a sense of 
her desolation and my own solitude, by plunging into a 
vortex that was anything but pleasure." In any case, he 
forsook the " Dame," and by what his biographer calls a 
" descent in the scale of refinement for which nothing but 
the wayward state of his mind can account," sought the 
companions of his leisure hours among the wearers of the 
"fazzioli." The carnivals of the years 1818, 1819, mark 
the height of his excesses. Early in the former, Mariana 
Segati fell out of favour, owing to Byron's having detect- 
ed her in selling the jewels he had given as presents, and 
so being led to suspect a large mercenary element in her 
devotion. To her succeeded Margarita Cogni, the wife of 
a baker, who proved as accommodating aa his predecessor, 
the linen-draper. This woman was decidedly a character, 
and Scuor Castclar has almost elevated her into a heroine. 
A handsome virago, with brown shoulders and black hair, 
endowed with the strength of an Amazon, "a face like 
Faustina's, and the figure of a Juno — tall and energetic as 
a pythoness," she quartered herself for twelve months in 
the palace as "Donna di govemo," and drove the servants 
about without let or hindrance. Unable to read or write, 
she intercepted his lordslnp's letters to little pnrpose ; but 
she had great natural business talents, reduced by one half 
the expenses of his household, kept everything in good 
order, and, when her violences roused his wrath, turned it 
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off with Bome ready retort or witticism. She waa very 
devout, and would cross hereelf throe times at the Ange- 
las, Ooe instance, of a diflerent kind of devotion, from 
Byron's own account, is snfficiently graphic : " In the 
autumn one day, going to the Lido with my gondoliers, 
we were overtaken by a heavy squall, and the gondola pnt 
in peril, hats blown away, bout filling, oar lost, tumbling 
eea, thunder, rain in torrents, and wind unceasing. On 
our return, after a tight struggle, I found her on the open 
steps of the Mocenigo Palace on the Grand Canal, with her 
great black eyes flashing through her tears, and the long 
dark hair which was streaming, drenched with rain, over 
her brows. She waa perfectly exposed to the storm ; and 
the wind blowing ber dress about ber thin figure, and the 
lightning flashing round lier, made her look like Medea 
alighted from her chariot, or the Sibyl of the tempest that 
waa rolling around her, the only living thing within hail 
at that moment except ouraelves. On seeing me safe, she 
did not wait to greet me, as might have been expected; 
but, calling out to me, ' Ah ! can' della Madonna, se esto 
11 tempo per andar' al' Lido,' ran into the house, and sol- 
aced herself with scolding the boatmen for not foreseeing 
the 'temporale.' Her joy at seeing me again waa moder- 
ately mixed with ferocity, and gave me the idea of a tigross 
over her recovered cubs." 

Some months after, ahe became ungovernable — threw 
plates about, and snatched caps from the heads of other 
women who looked at her lord in public places. Byron 
told her she must go home ; whereupon she proceeded to 
break glass, and threaten " knives, poison, flre ;" and on 
bis calling his boatmen to get ready the gondola, threw 
herself in the dark night into the canal. She was rescued, 
and in a few days finally dismiaaed', after which he saw 
I 6* 
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her only twice, at the tlieatre. Her whole picture is more 
like that of Th6roigne de M^ricourt than that of Raphael's 
Fornarina, whose name she received. 

Other stories, of course, gathered round this strange life 
— persona! encounters, aquatic feats, and all manner of ro- 
mantic and impoaaibla episodoa; their basis being that 
Byron on one occasion thrashed, on another challenged, a 
man who tried to cheat him, van a frequent rider, and a 
constant swimmer, so that he came to be called "the Eng- 
lish fish," " water-spaniel," " sea-devil," &c. One of the 
boatmen la reported to have said, " He is a good gondo- 
lier, spoilt by being a poet and a lord;" and in answer to 
a traveller's inquiry, "Whero doea he get hia poetry f 
" He dives for it." His habits, as regards eating, seem to 
have been generally abatemious ; but he drank a pint of 
gin and water over his verses at night, and then took claret 
and soda in the morning. 

Riotous lining may have helped to curtail Byron's life, 
bnt it does not seem to have serioualy impaired his powers. 
Among these adverse surroundings of the " court of Circe," 
he threw off Beppo, Mazeppa, and the early boots of Don 
Juan. Tlic first canto of the last was written in November, 
1818; the second in January, 1819; the third and fourth 
towards the close of the same year. Beppo, its brilliant 
prelude, sparkles like a draught of champagne. This 
"Venetian atory," or aketch, in which the author broke 
ground on his true satiric field — the satire of social life — 
and first adopted the measure avowedly suggested by 
Frere's WhlHlecTafi, waa drafted in October, 1817, and 
appeared in May, 1818. It aims at comparatively little, 
bat is perfectly successful in its aim, and unsurpassed for 
the inoiaivenesa of its aide strokes, and the courtly ease 

T that never degenerates into mannerism. In Ma- 
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zeppa tte poet reverts to his earlier style, and that of Sfiott; 
the description of the headlong ride hurries us aloDg with 
a breathless expectancy that gives it a conspicuous place 
among his minor effoits. The passage about the bowl- 
ing of the wolves, and the fever faint of the victim, is as 
graphic as anything in Burns — 

" The skies spun like a migbty vheel, 
I saw the trees like drunkards njeL" 

In the May or June of 1818 Byron's little daughter, Al- 
legra, had been sent from England, under the care of a Swiss 
nurse too young to undertake her management in anch 
trying circumstances, and after four months of anxiety he 
placed her in charge of Mrs. Hoppner. In the course of 
this and the next year there are frequent allusions to the 
child, all, save one which records a mere affectation of in- 
difference, fall of affectionate soEicitude. In June, 1819, 
he writes, " Her temper and her ways, Mr. Hoppner says, 
are like mine, as well as her features ; she will make, in 
that case, a manageable young lady." Later he talks of 
her as " flourishing like a pomegranate blossom." In 
March, 1820, we have another reference. "Allegra ia 
prettier, I think, but as obstinate as a mule, and as raven- 
ous as a vnltaro ; boalth good to judge by the complex- 
ion, temper tolerable but for vanity and pertinacity. She 
thinks herself handsome, and will do as she pleases." In 
May be refers to having received a letter from her mother, 
but gives no details. In the following year, with the ap- 
proval of the Shelleys, then at Pisa, he placed her for ed- 
ncation in the convent of Cavalli Bagnl in the Romagna. 
" I have," he writes to Hoppner, who had thought of hav- 
ing her boarded in Switzerland, " neither spared care, kind' 
ness, nor expense, since the child was sent to me. The 
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people may say what they please. I must content my- 
self with not deserving, in this ioBtsnce, that they should 
Kpeak ill. The place is a country town, in a good air, and 
less liable to objections of every kind. It has always ap- 
peared to me that the moral defect in Italy does not pro- 
ceed from a conventual education ; because, to my certain 
knowledge, they come out of their conventa innocent, even 
to ignorance of moral evil ; but to the state of society 
into which they are directly plunged on coming out of it. 
It is lite educating an infant on a mountain top, and then 
taking him to the eea and throwing him into it, and de- 
siring him to swim." Elsewhere he says, " I by no means 
intend to give a natnral child an English education, be- 
cause, with the disadvanti^es of her birth, her after settle- 
ment would ha doubly difficult. Abroad, with a fwr for- 
eign education, and a portion of 60007. or 6000/. (his will 
leaving her 5000^., on condition that she should not many 
an Englishman, is here explained and jastificd), she might, 
and may, marry very respectably. In England such a 
dowry woold be a pittance, while elsewhere it is a fortune. 
It is, besides, my wish that she should be a Roman Catho- 
lic, which I look upon as the best religion, as it is assured- 
ly the oldest of the various branches of Christianity." It 
only remains to add that, when he heard that the child 
had fallen ill of fever in 1822, Byron was almost speech- 
leas with agitation, and, on the news of her death, which 
took place April 22nd, he seemed at first utterly pros- 
trated. Next day he said, "Allegra is dead; she is more 
fortunate than we. It is God's will ; let us mention it no 
more." Her remains rest beneath the elm-tree at Harrow 
which her father used to haunt in boyhood, with the date 
of birth and death, and the verse — 

" I ahull ga to her, but she efaall not retam to me." 
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The most intereating of the visits paid to Byron daring 
the period of liU life at Venice was that of Shelley, who, 
leaving his wife and children at Bagni di Lucca, came to 
see him in August, 1818. He arrived late, in the midst 
of a thunder-storm ; and next day they sailed to the Lido, 
and rode together along the sands. The attitude of the 
two poeta towards each other ia curious ; the comparative- 
ly shrewd man of the world often relied ,on the idealist 
for guidance and help in practical matters, admired his 
courage aud indepiendence, spoke of him invariably as the 
best of men, but never paid a suCSclently warm tribute in 
public to his work. Shelley, on the other hand, certainly 
the most modest of great poets, contemplates Byron in 
the fixed attitude of a literary worshipper. 

The introduction to Julian artd Maddalo, directly aug- 
gested by this visit, under the slight veil of a change in 
the name, gives a summary of the view of hia friend's 
character which he continued to entertain. " He is a per- 
son of the most consummate genius, and capable, if he 
wonld direct his energies to such an end, of becoming the 
redeemer of his degraded country. But it is liis weak- 
ness to be proud ; ho derives, from a comparison of hia 
own extraordinary mind with the dwarfish intellects that 
anrround him, an intense apprehension of the nothingness 
of human life. His passions and his powers are incom- 
parably greater than those of other men ; and instead of 
the latter having been employed in curbing the former, 
they have mutually lent each other strength ;" but " in 
social life no human being can be more gentle, patient, 
and unassuming. He is cheerful, frank, and witty. His 
more serious conversation is a sort of intoxication ; men 
are held by it oa by a spell." 

Subsequently to this visit Byron lent the villa at Esto 
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to his friend, and during the autumn weelca of their rcsi' 
dence there were written the lines among the Euganeaa 
hilla, where, in the same strain of reverence, Shelley refers 
to the " tempest-cleaving swan of Albion," to the " music 
flung o'er a mighty thunder-fit," and to the sun-like sonl 
deetlned to immortalize his ocean refuge — 

"As tbc ghost of Bomer clings 
Round Scamauder's VHEting springs, 
As (livintist Bhukspeare'a might 
fills Avon and the •rorld vitb light." 

" The enn," he says, at a later date, " has ettingaisbed 
the glowworm ;" and again, " I despair of rivalling Lord 
Byron, as well I may ; and there is no other with whom 
it is worth contending." 

Shelley was, in the main, not only an exquisite but a 
truBtworthy critic; and no man was more absolutely 
above being influenced by the fanfaronade of rank or the 
din of popularity. These criticisms are therefore not to 
be lightly set aside, nor are they unintelligible. Perhaps 
those admirers of the clearer and more consistent nature, 
who exalt him to the rank of a greater poet, are misled by 
the amiable love of one of the purest characters in the 
history of our literature. There is at least no difficulty 
in understanding why he should have been, as it were, 
concussed by Byron's greater massiveness and energy into 
a sense — easy to a man half bard, half saint — of inferiori- 
ty. Similarly, most of the estimates — many already re- 
versed, others reversible — by the men of that age, of each 
other, can be explained. We can see how it was that 
Shelley overestimated both the character and the powera 
of Hunt; and Byron depreciated Keats, and was ultimate- 
ly repelled by Wordsworth, and held out his hand to meet 
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the manly grasp of Scott. The one enigma of their criti- 
cism is the respect that they joined in paying to the witty, 
genial, shallow, worldly, musical Tom Moore. 

This favourite of fortune and the mitior muses, in the 
course of a short tour through the north of Italy in the 
autumn of 1819, found his noble friend on the 8th of 
October at La Mira, went with Uim on a aight-seeing ex- 
pediUou to Venice, and passed five or six days in hia 
company. Of this visit he has recorded his impressions, 
some of which relate to hia host's personal appearance, 
others to his habits and leading incidents of his life. 
Byron " had grown fatter, both in person and face, and 
the latter had suffered most by the change, having lost by 
the enlargement of the features some of that refined and 
spiritualized look that had in other times distinguished it ; 
but although less romantic, he appeared more humorous." 
They renewed their recollections of the old days and 
nights in London, and compared them with later experi- 
ences of Bores and Blues, in a manner which threatened 
to put to flight the historical and poetical associations 
naturally awakened by the City of the Sea. Byron had a 
rooted dislike to any approach to flue talk in tbo ordinary 
intercourse of life; and when his companion began to 
rhapsodize on the rosy hue of the Italian sunsets, he in- 
terrupted him with, " Come, d — n it, Tom, donH be po- 
etical." He insisted on Moore, who sighed after what he 
.magined would be the greater comforts of an hotel, tak- 
his quarters in hia palace ; and as they were grop- 
ing their way through the somewhat dingy entrance, cried 
out, "Keep clear of the dog!" and a few paces farther, 
" Take care, or the monkey will fiy at you !" an incident 
recalling the old vagaries of the menagerie at Newstead. 
The biographer's remiuiacences mainly dwell on his lord- 
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ship's cban^Dg niooda and tempers and gymnastic cser- 
cis^B, his terror of interviewing strangers, Lin imperfect 
appreciation of art, his preference of fish to flesh, bis &1- 
moat parsimcmious economy in small matters, mingled 
with allusions to his domestic calamities, and frequent ex- 
pressions of a growing distaste to Venetian society. On 
leaving the city, Moore passed a second afternoon at La 
Mini, had a glimpse of Allegra, and the first intimation of 
the existence of the notorious Memoirs. "A short time 
after dinner Byron left the room, and returned carrying 
in his hand a white leather bag. ' Look here,' he sidd, 
holding it np; 'this would be worth something to Mur- 
ray, though you, I dare say, would not give sixpence for 
'What is itr I asked. 'My life and adventures,' he 
answered. 'It is not a thing,' he answered, 'that can be 
published daring my lifetime, but you may have it if jon 
like. There, do whatever you please with it.' In taking 
the bag, and thanking him moat warmly, I added, ' This 
will make a nice legacy for my little Tom, who shall as- 
tonish the latter days of the nineteenth century with it."" 
Shortly after, Moore for the last time bade his friend fare- 
well, taking with him from Madame Guiccioli, who did 
B honours of the house, an introduction to her brother, 
Count Gamba, at Rome. "Theresa Guiccioli," says Cas- 

' In December, 1S20, Bjron sent severiLl more sli»!tB of memo- 
Dda from Ravenna; and in the following jear suggested aa ar- 
rangement bj which Mnrra; paid over to Moore, vbo was then In 
difficulties, 2OO0'. for the rigbt of publishing the whole, under the 
condilJan, among others, that Lsdj Bjron should see them, and have 
the right of reply to anjthins that might seem to her objectionable. 
"" on her part declined to have anjthing to do with them. When 
the Hemoirs were destroyed, Moore paid bacb the 3000/,, but ob- 
tained tour tbousand guineas for editing the Zife and Corraponii- 
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telar, " appears like a star on the stormy horizon of the 
poet's life." A young Romagnese, the daugbtur of a no- 
bleman of Ravenna, of good descent but limited mcana, 
she had been educated in a convent, and married in her 
nineteenth year to a rich nidower of sixty, in early life a 
friend of Alfieri, and noted as the patron of the National 
Theatre. This beautiful blonde, of pleasing manners, 
graceful presence, and a strong vein of sentiment, fostered 
by the reading of Chateaubriand, met Byron for the first 
time casually when she caiue in her bridal dress to one 
of the Albrizzi reunions ; but she was only introduced to 
him early in the April of the following year, at the house 
of the Connteas Benzoni. "Suddenly the young Italian 
found herself inspired with a passion of which till that 
moment her mind could not have formed the least idea; 
Bhe bad tbongbt of love but as as amusement, and now 
became its slave." Byron, on the other hand, gave what 
remained of a heart never alienated from her by any oth- 
er mistress. Till the middle of the month they met bv- 
eiy day ; and when the husband took her hack to Raven- 
na she despatched to her idol a series of impassioned let- 
ters, declaring her resolution to mould ber life in accord- 
ance with his wishes. Towards the end of May she bad 
prepared her relatives to receive Byron as a visitor. He 
started in answer to the summons, writing on Ills way the 
beautiful stanzas to the Fo, beginning — 

"Kver that rollcst b; tho ancient walls 
Where dwells the Udy of my !oye." 

AgMn passing through Ferrara, and visiting Bologna, he 
left the latter on the 8th, and on hla arrival at his destina- 
tion found the Countess dangerously ill ; but his presence, 
and the attentions of the famous Venetian doctor Aglietti, 
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who was sent for by hia advice, restored her. The Count ] 
seems to have been proud of hU guest. " I can't make 1 
him oat at all," Byron writes; "be visits me frequently, 
and takes me out (like Whittington the Lord Mayor) in 
coacb and sis borees. Tbe fact appears to be, that he 
completely governed by bcr — and, for that matter, so a 
I." Later he speaks of having got hia horses from Yen~ 
ico, and riding or driving daily in tbe scenery reproduced I 
in the third canto of Don Juan : — 

" Sweet hour of twilight t in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravcona'a its memorial wood." 

On Theresa's recovery, in dread of a possible separatio 
he proposed to fly with bcr to America, to the Alps, to 
" some unsuspected isle in tbe far seas ;" and sbc snggest- 
ed tbe idea of feigning death, like Juliet, and rising from 
the tomb. Neither expedient was called for. When tbe 
Count went to Bologna, in August, with bis wife, Lord 
Byron was allowed to follow; and after consoling himself 
during an excursion which the married pair made to tbeir 
estate, by hovering about her empty rooms and writing 
in her books, he established himself, on the Count's re~ 
turn to bis headquarters, with her and AlJegra at Bologna. 
Meanwhile, Byron bad written The Prophecy of Dante, and 
in August the prose letter. To the Editor of the British 
Review, on t!ie charge of bribery in Don Juan. Thau 
this inimitable epistle no more lauglitcr-compeJling com- 
position exists. About tbe same time, we bear of his leav- 
ing the theatre in a convulsion of tears, occasioned by tbe 
representation of Alfieri's Mirra. 

He left Bologna with tbe Countess on the IStb of Sep- 
tember, when they visited the Kugancan bills and Arqn^ 
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and wrote their names together in the Pilgrim's Book. 
On arriving at Venice, the physicians recommeDding Ma- 
dame Ouiecioli to conntry air, they eettlcd, still by her 
husband's consent, for the autumn at La Mira, where 
Moore and others found them domesticated. At the bo- 
ginning of November the poet was prostrated by an at- 
tack of tertian fever. In some of his hoars of delirium 
he dictated to hia careful nurses, Fletcher and the Count- 
ess, a nnmbcr of verses, which she assures ns were correct 
and sensible. Me attribntcs his restoration to cold water 
and the absence of doctors-, but, ere hia complete recov- 
ery, Count Guiccioii had suddenly appeared on the scene, 
and run away with his own wife. The lovers had for a 
time not only to acquiesce in the separation, but to agree 
to cease their correspondence. In December Byron, in a 
fit of spleen, had packed up bis belongings, with a view to 
return to England. " He was," we are told, " ready dress- 
ed for the journey, his boies on board the gondola, his 
gloves and cap on, and oven his little cane in his hand, 
when my lord declares that if it should strike one — which 
it did — before everything was in order, he would not go 
that day. It is evident he had not the heart to go." 
Next day he heard that Madame Guiccioli was again se- 
riously ill, received and accepted the renewed Invitation 
which bound him to her and to the south. He left Ven- 
ice for the last time almost by stealth, rushed along tha 
familiar roads, and was welcomed at Ravenna. 
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Byron's life at Ravenna naa during the first months 
comparatively calm ; nevertheless, be mingled in sciciety, 
took pnrt in the Cariiivid, and was received at the parties 
of the Legate, " I may stay," he writes in January, 1620, 
" a day — a week — a year — all my life." Meanwhile, he J 
imported hia movables from Venice, hired a suite of n 
in the Guiccioli pnJace, executed hia marrelloaaly cloBe I 
translation of Puicl'a Morffanle Maggiore, wrote his vet- 1 
sion of the story of Francesca of Rimini, and received vieita | 
from his o!d friend Bantca and from Sir Humphry Davy. 
At this time ho was accastomed to ride about armed to 
the teeth, apprehending a posiiible attack from assassins 
on the part of Count GuicciolL In April his letters refer 
to the insurrectionary movements then beginning agfUDst | 
the Holy Alliance. " Wc are on the ve;^e of a row here. 
Last night they have over-written all the city walls with ' 
'Up with the Republic!' and 'Death to the PopeT The 
police have been searching for the subscribers, but have 
caught none as yet. The other day they confiBcated the , 
whole translation of the fourth canto of Ckilde Harold, 
and have prosecuted the translator," In July a Papal ] 
decree of separation between the Countess and her hus- \ 
band was obtained, on condition of the latter paying from ] 
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his large income a pittance to the lady of 200/. a year, aod 
her undertaking to iivo in her father's house — an engage- 
ment wbich was, first in the spirit, and subsequently in the 
letter, rioiated. For a time, howeTer, she rellred to a villa 
about fifteen miles from Ravenna, where she was visited 
by Byron at comparatively rare intervals. By the end of 
JQly he had finished Marino Faliero, and ere t!ie close of 
the year the fifth canto of Don Juan. In September he 
Bays to Murray, " I am in a fierce humour at not having 
Scott's Monagtery. No more Keats,' I entreat. There is 
no bearing the drivelling idiotism of tbo manikin. I don't 
feel inclined to care further about Don Juan. What do 
jou think a very pretty Italian kdy said to me the other 
day, when I remarked that ' it would live longer than 
Childe Harold?' 'Ah! but I would rather have the 
fame of Childe Harold for throe years than an immortal- 
ity of D. J.' " This is to-day the common female jndg- 
ment; it is known to have been La Guiccioli's, as well 
as Mrs, Leigh's, and by their joint persaBsioa Byron was 
for a season induced to lay aside " that horrid, wearisome 
Don." About tliis time he wrote the memorable reply to 
the remarks on that poem in Blackwood's Magazine, where 
he enters on a defence of his life, attacks the Lakers, and 
champions Pope against the new school of poetry, lament- 
ing that his own practice did not square with his precept; 
and adding, '' We are ali wrong, except Rogers, Crabbe, 
and CampbeJi," 

' In a tiotB ou a elmllar pasBage, bearing the date November 12, 
1821, he, however, ronfessei : " M j indignatiou ut Ur. Kests' de- 
precUtion of Pope bas hardly permitted me to do jnatice to bia own 
genius, which malgrfi all the faotaetic fopptiies of his stvle wbb nn- 
doubtedlj oi great promise. His fragmeot of Hyperion seems actnal- 
I; inspired bj the Titans, and is as sublime as ^schyius. He is a 
losB to our literature," 
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In November be refers to reports of his lettere being 
opened by the Austrian ofBcials, and the unpleasant things 
the Huns, as he calls them, are hkclj to find therein. 
Early in the nest month he tells Moore that the com~ 
mandant of their troops, a brave officer, but obnoxious to 
the people, had been found lying at his door, with five 
slugs in him, and, bleeding inwardly, bad died in Ibo pal- 
ace, where he bad been brought to be nursed. 

This incident is versified in Don Joan, v. 33-39, witli 
anatomical minutencBS of detail. After trying in t: 
wrench an answer out of death, the poet ends in his ac- 
customed strain — 

" But it wBJ all a mjBtcty. Here wb are, 
And there we go : — but ahrre ! Five bits of lesd — 
Or tlu'ca, or two, or one — send very far !" 

Assassination has sometimes been the prelude to revola- 
tiOQ, but it may be questioned if it has ever promoted the 
cause of liberty. Must freqnently it has served as a pre- 
text for reaction, or a red signal. In this instance — as 
afterwards in 1848 — overt acts of violence made the 
powers of despotism more alert, and conduced, with the 
half-hearted action of their adversaries, to the suppression 
of the rising of 1820-21, Byron's sympathy with the 
movement BCems to have been stimulated by his m 
aociations. Theresa's brother. Count Pietro, an enthu- 
siastic young soldier, having returned from Rome and 
Naples, surmounting a prejudice not wholly unnatural, 
became attached to him, and they entered into a partner- 
ship in behalf of what — adopting a phrase often fla 
in opposite camps — they called constitutional principles. 
Finally, the poet so committed himself to the party of , 
insurrection that, though bis nationality secured him from 
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direct attach his movements were necessnrily affected by 
the fiasco. In July t!ie Gambaa were banislied from the 
Komagna, Pielro being actually carried by force over the 
frontier; and, accordiog to the articles of her separation, 
the Countess had to follow them to Florence. Byron lin- 
gered for some months, partly from a spirit of defiance, 
and partly from his ofiection towards a place whore he 
had enlisted the regards of numerous beneficiaries. The 
Gambaa were for some time bent on migrating to Switzer- 
land; but the poet, after first acquiescing, subscqnently 
conceired a violent repaguance to the idea, and early in 
August wrote to Shelley, earnestly requesting hia presence, 
aid, and counsel. Slielley at once complied, and, entering 
into a correapoadencc with Madame Guiccioli, succeeded 
in inducing her relatives to abandon their trausmontane 
plans, and agree to take up their headquarters at Piaa. 
This incident gave rise to a series of interesting letters, in 
which the younger poet gives a vivid and generous acconnt 
of the surroundings and condition of his friend. On the 
2Dd of August he writes from Eavenna : " I arrived last 
night at ten o'clock, and sat up talking with Lord E, tilt 
five this morning. Ho was delighted to see me. He has, 
in fact, completely recovered his health, and lives a life 
totally the reverse of that which he led at Venice. . . . 
Poor fellow! he is now quite well, and immersed in pol- 
itics and literature. We talked a great deal of poetry and 
such matters last night, and, as usual, differed, I think, 
more than ever. He afiects to patronize a system of crit- 
icism fit only for the production of mediocrity; and, al- 
though all his finer poems and passages have been pro- 
duced in defiance of this system, yet I recognise the per- 
nicious effects of it in the Doge of Venice." Again, on the 
Ifith: "Lord B. is greatly improved in every respect — in 
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geniua, in temper, iQ moral views, in health and happiness..! 
His connexiun with La Guiccioli has been an inestimable 1 

benefit to him. He lives in considernlle splendonr, but | 
within his income, which is now aboat 4000^. a year, 
1000/. of which he devotes to purposes of charity. Switz- 
erland ia little fitted for him ; the gossip and the cabals 
uf those Anglicised coteries would torment liim as they J 
did before. Ravenna ia a miserable place. He would ia I 
every respect be better among the Tuscans, He has read 1 
to me one of the nnpublished cantos of Son, Juan. It 
sets him not only above, but far above, all the poets of the 
day. Every word hjis the stamp of immortality. ... I 
have spoken to him of Hunt, but not with a direct view of 
demanding a contribution, I am snre, if I asked, it would 
not bo refused ; yet there ia something in me that makes 
it impossible. Lord B. and I arc exccllCDt friends; 
were I reduced to poverty, or were I a writer who had do I 
claim to a higher position than I possess, t woald freely I 
ask him any favour. Such is not now the ease." Lat«r,. i 
after stating tliat Byron had decided npon Tuscany, ha- 1 
says, in reference to La Gniccioli; "At the conclusion o 
a letter, full of ail the fine things she says she has heard o 
me, is this request, which I transcribe : ' Signore, la vostnt \ 
bontu mi fa. ardita di chiedervi un favore, me lo acooF' | 
dareto voil Non partite da Ravenna senza milord.' 
course, being now by all the laws of knighthood captive 
to a lady's request, I shall only be at liberty on my parole 
until Lord Byron is settled at Pisa." 

Shelley took his leave, after a visit of ten days' duration, 
about the l7th or ISth of April In a letter, dated Au- 
gust 26, he mentions having secured for his lordship the 
Palazzo Lanfranchi, an old spacious building on the Lang' 
Amo, once the family residence of the destroyers of TJgo- 
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lino, SDil Btill said to ba haunted by tboir ghosts. To- 
wards the close of October, he says they have been ex- 
pecting him any day these six weeks. Byron, however, 
did not leave till the morning of the 29th. On his road, 
there occurred at Imola the accidental meeting with Lord 
Clare. Clare — who on this occasion merely croaaed his 
friend's path on his way to Rome — at a later date come 
on purpose from Geneva before returning to England to 
visit the poet, who, then at Leghorn, recorded in a letter 
to Moore hia sense of this proof of old affection unde- 
cayed. At Bologna — hia nest stage — he met Rogers by 
appointment, and the latter has preserved his memary of 
tile event in well-known lines. Together they revisited 
Florence and its galleries, where they were distracted by 
the crowds of sight-seeing visitors. Byron must have 
reached Pisa not later than the 2ud of November (1821), 
for his first letter from there bears the date of the 3rd. 

The later months of the poet's life at Ravenna were 
marked by intense literary activity. Over a great part of 
the year was spread the controversy with Bowles about 
Pope, i. e., between the extremes of Art against Nature, 
and Nature against Art. It was a controversy for the 
most part free from personal animus, and on Byron's part 
the genuine expression of a reaction against a reaction. 
To this year belong the greater number of the poet's His- 
torical Dramas. What was said of these at the time by. 
JefErey, Heber, and others, was said with justice ; it is sel- 
dom that the ci'ilicism of our day finds so little to reverse 
in that of sixty years ago. 

The author, having shown himself capable of being 
pathetic, sarcastic, sentimental, comical, and sublime, we 
would be tempted to think that he had written these plays 
to show, what no one bi'fore suspected, that he could al^o 
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be dull, wore it not for his own exorbitant estimation of 
them. Lord Byron had few of the powers of a great 
drsraatist; he had little architectoral imagination, or ca- 
pacity to conceive and build np a whole. His vrorks 
are matnlj masses of fine, splendid, or humorous writing, 
heaped together; the parts are seldom forged into one, or 
connected by any iudisaohble link. His so-called Dramas 
are only poems divided into chapters. Further, he had 
little of what Mr. Rnskin ealis Penetrative Imagination. 
So it has been plausibly said that he made his men after 
his own image, his women after his own heart. The for- 
mer are, indeed, rather types of what he wished to be than 
what he was. They are better, and worse, than himself. 
Tbey have stronger wills, more definite purposes, but less 
genial and less versatile natures. But it remains true, that 
when he tried to represent a character totally diSerent 
from himself, the result is either unreal or uninteresting. 
Marino Faliero, begun April, finished July, 1820, and pre- 
fixed by a humorous dedication to Goethe — which waa, 
however, suppressed — was brought on the stage of Drury 
Lane Theatre early in 1821, badly mangled, appointed, 
and acted — and damned. 

Byron seema to have been sincere in saying he did not 
intend any of his plays to be represented. We are more 
inclined to accuse him of self-deception when he asserts 
that he did not meau them to he popular ; but he took 
sure means to prevent thera from being so, Marino J''a- 
liero, in particular, was pronounced by Dr. John Watldna 
— old Grobiua himself — " to be the dullest of dull plays ;" 
and even the warmest admirers of the poet had to confess 
that the style was cumbrous. The story may he true, but 
it is none the less annatural. The characters are compar- 
atively commonplace, the women especially being mere 
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shadows; the motion is slow ; and the inevitable p 
of fine writing are, as the extolled soliloquy of Lioni, rath' 
er rhetorical thsin imaginative. The speeches of the Doge 
are solemn, but prolix, if not ost^ntatioun, and — perhaps 
the vital defect — his cause fails to enlist our sympathies. 
Artistically, this play was Byron's most elaborate attempt 
to revive the unities and other restrictions of the severe 
style, which, when he wrote, had been " vanquished in lit- 
erature." " I am persuaded," he writes in the preface, 
"that a great tragedy is not to be produced by following 
the old dramatists, who are full of faults, but by produciog 
regular dramas like the Greeks." He forgets that the 
statement in the mouth of a Greek dramatist that hia play 
was not intended for the stage, would have been a confes- 
sion of failure; and that Aristotle had admitted that even 
the Deity could not make the Past present. The ethical 
motives of Faliero are, first, the cry for vengeance — the feel- 
ing of affronted or unsatiated pride — that runs through so 
mnch of the author's writing; and, second, the enthusiasm 
for public ends, which was beginning to possess him. The 
following lines have been pointed out as embodying some 
of Byron's spirit of protest against the mere selfish " greasy 
domesticity " of the Georgian era : — 



" Such ties src not 
For those who are called to Ibe high destiaies 
Whieh purify corrupted commonwealths: 
We must forget all feelings save the one, 
We must resign all possians save our puqioae. 
We must behold no object ssve our country, 
And only look on death as beauUful 
So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven, 
And draw down freedom on 
"But !fwc tail— ? 
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L BiR. •■ They never ful who die 

In a great cauiie : the block m>j eoak their gore ; 
Thuir heada majr Eodden in tbc aun ; their limba 
Be strung to oil; gat«B and ctiaCle waits. 
But still tbeir BpMt Kalks abroad " 

— a passage which, after his wont, he spoila by platitudes 
about the prcoisian Brutua, who certainly did not give 
Rome liberty. 

Byron's other Venetian Drama, the 7*100 Foscari, com- 
posed at Raveana, between the Ilth of June and tbe lOth 
of July, lS21,Biid published in the following December, 
ia another record of the name failure and the same morti- 
tiuition, due to the same causes. In this play, as JoBxej 
points out, the preservation of the nnities had a still moro 
disastrous effect. The author's determination to avoid 
rant did not hinder his frequently adopting an inflated 
style ; while professing to follow the ancient rules, he for- 
gets the warning of Ilorace so far as to permit the groans 
of the tortured FoRcari to be heard on the stage. The 
declamations of Marina produce no eSect on the action) 
and the vindictiveness of Loridano, though effeotivelv 
pointed in the closing words, " He has paid me," is not 
rendered interesting, either by a well established injury, 
or by any trace of lago's subtle genius. 

In the same volume appeared Sardanapalua, written in 
the previous May, and dedicated to Qoetbe. In this play, 
which marks the author's last reversion to the East, wo 
are more arrested by the majesty of the theme — 

"Thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending tike a sbepberd'g tale " — 

by the grandeur of some of the passages, and by the de- 
velopment of tlie chief character, made more vivid by its 
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baiDg distinctly autobiographical. Sardannpaiii» himsulf 
is Harold, raised " high on a throoe,'' and rousing himself 
at the close from a life of effeminate lethargy. Myrrha 
bus been often identified with La Guiocioli, and the hero's 
relation to his Queen Zarina compared trith that of the 
poet to his wife ; but in his portrait of the former the au- 
thor's defective capacity to represent national character ia 
manifest : Myrrha hi only another Gulnare, Mcdora, or Zu- 
luika. In the domestic play of Werner — completed at 
Pisa in January, 1832, and published in November — tberc 
ia no merit eithor of pliin or execution ; for the plot is 
tiiken, with little change, from " The German's Tale," writ- 
ten by Harriet Lee, and the treatment is throughout pro- 
■ auic. Byron was Dever a master of blank verse; but Wer- 
tier, hie sole success on the modern British stage, ia writ* 
ten in a style fairly parodied by Campbell, when bo cut 
part of the author's preface into lines, and pronounced 
tbem as good as any in the play. 

The Defwrnel Traiufwrned., another adaptation, sug- 
gested by a foi^otten novel called The Three Brotkert, 
with reminiscences of Faust, and possibly of Scott's Black 
Disarf, was begun at Pisa in 1821, but not published till 
January, 1824. This fragment owes its interest to the 
bitter infusion of personal feeling in the first scene, and 
its occasional charm to the march of some of the lines, es- 
pecially those describing the Bourbon's advance on Rome; 
but the effect of the magical element is killed by previous 
parallels, while the story is chaotio and absurd. The Dt- 
formed Tramformed bears somewhat the same relation to 
Jfan/red, as Heaven and Earth — an occasionally graphie 
,m of the world before the Deluge, written October, 
1821, and issued about the same time as Moore's Loves of 
ihe Angels, on a similar theme— does to Cain. The last 
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named, bcgnn in Jaly, and finished at Ravenna in Septem- 
ber, is the author'* highest contribution to the metapbjs- 
ical poetry of the century. In Cain Byron grapples with 
the perplexities of a belief which he uever either accepted 
or rejected, and with the yet deeper problems of life and 
death, of good and ill. In dealing with these, his position 
is not that of one justifying the ways of God to man — 
though he somewhat disingenuously appeals to Milton in 
his defence — nor that of the definite antagonism of Qiuen 
Mah. The distinction in this respect between Byron and 
J cannot be over-emphasized. The latter had a firm 
faith other than that commonly called Christian. The 
former was, in the proper sense of the word, a sceptic, be- 
set with doubts, and seeking for a solution which he never 
found, shifting in his expression of them with every change 
of a fickle and inconsistent temperament. The atmosphere 
of Cain is almost wholly negative ; for under the guise of 
a drama, which is mainly a dialogue between two halves 
of his mind, the author appears to sweep aside with some- 
thing approaching to disdain the answers of a blindly ac- 
cepted tradition, or of a superficial optimism, e. g. — 

Ciis. " Then my father's God did well 

WhcD ha prohibited the fatal tree. 
Ldcifsh. " But bad c3one bettor in not planting it." 

Again, a kid, after suSering agonies from the sting of a 
reptile, is restored by antidot^38 — 

" Behold, mj son ! asid Adam, how from evil 
brings good I 
LDcmii. " Wbot didst thoa answer f 

Cain. " Nothing j for 

He ia my father ; but I thought that 'twere 
A better portion tor tbc animal 
Never to have been stung at all," 
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This rebellious nature naturally yields to the arguments 
of Lucifer, a spirit Id which much of the grandeur of Mil- 
ton'a Satan is added to the subtlety of Mcphistopheles. 
Id the first scene Cain is introduced, rebelling against toils 
imposed on him by an offence committed before he was 
bora — " I sought not to be born " — the answer, that toil 
ia a good, being precluded by its authoritative representa- 
tion as a punishment ; iu which mood he is confirmed by 
the entrance and reasonings of the Tempter, who identifies 
the Deity with Scva the Destroyer, hints at the dreadful 
visitation of the yet untasted death ; when Adah, entering, 
takes him at first for an angel, and then recognizes him as 
a fiend. Her invocation to Eve, and comparison of tho 
" heedless, harmless, wantonness of bliss " in Edon, to the 
later lot of those girt about with demons from whose fas- 
cination they cannot fly, is one of the most striking in the 
drama ; as is the line put into the month of the poet's 
most beautiful female character, to show that God cannot 
be alone — 

" What olse can joj be, but diffusing joj ?" 

Her subsequent contrast of Lucifer with the other an- 
gelfl is more after the style of Shelley than anything else 
in Byron — 



"As the silunt sunny moon. 
All light, they look upon us. But thou seem'st 
Like an ethereal tught, nhere long white clouds 
Streak the deep purple, and unoumber'd stars 
Spangle the wonderful mysterioua vault 
With things that look as if tliey would be suns— 
So beautiful, unnumber'd, and endearing ; 
Not dai!zling, and <ret drawing us to them. 
They fill my eyes with tears, and so dost tbou." 



fl The flight with Lucifer, in the second act, in the aby^s 
I of space and through the Hades of " uncreated night," 



witli the vision of long-wrecked worlds, and the " inter- 
minable gloomy refilms 

" Of BwimmiDg Bh&dowB uid 

— SQ^ested, as the author tella us, by the reading of Cu- 
vier — leaves ua with impreBsiona of grandeur and desola-- 
tion which no other paasages of Engliab poetry caa con- 
vey. Lord Byron has elsewhere exhibited more verBatil-- 
ity of fancy and richneaa of illnstration, but nowhere else 
haa he bo nearly " struck the stars." From conatellation 
to constellation the psir speed on, cleaving the blue with 
mighty wings, but finding in all a blank, like that in Kich- 
ter'e wonderful dream, The result on the mind of Cain 
ia Bummed in the linea on the fatal tree — 

" It was a lying tree — for we know Qotliing ; 
At least, it proniited htowle^ d,C the price 
Of death — but knoieled^ atjll ; but what tnou« man T" 

A more modem poet answerB, after beating at the eome 
iron gates, " Behold, we know not anything." The most 
beautiful remaining passage is Cain's reply to the queatioa 
— what is more bcanttful to him than all that he haa seca, 
in the " unimaginable ether!" — 

"My Bister Adah. — All the alars of heaven, 
The deep blue noon of night, lit bj an orb 
Which looks a Bpirit, or a spirit'B world — 
Tbu hues of twilight — the sun's gorgeous coming — 
'Eis setting indescribable, which Gils 
Hy eyes with pleasant tears as 1 behold 
Him sink, and feel my heart flow softly with him 
Along that western paradise of cloads — 
The forest shade — the green bough— the bird's voir 
The vesper bird's, which seems t« sing of love, 
And mingles with the eong of cherubim, 
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Aa Ihe day cioeea OTcr Eden's walls ; — 
All tbeae are nothing, to mj ejes and heart, 
Like Adah'e face." 

Lucifer'a speech at the close of the act is perhaps to» 
Mlltonic to be absolutely original. Returning to earth, 
we have a pastoral, of which Sir Egerton BrydgeB justly 
and sufficiently remarks, " The consorious may say what 
they will, but there are speeches in the mouth of Cain and 
Adah, especially regarding their child, which nothing in 
Engliah poetry but the 'wood-notes wild' of Shakspeare 
ever equalled." Her cry, as Cain eeems to threaten the 
infant, followed by the picture of his bloom and joy, is a 
touch of perfect pathos. Then cornea the interview with 
the pious Abel, who is amazed at the lurid light in the 
eyes of his brother, with the spheres " singing io thunder 
roiind " him — the two sacrifices, the murder, the shriek of 
ZUlah— 

" Father 1 Eve! 
Adab ! come hither ! Death is in the world i" 

Cain's rallying from stupor — 

" I am awake at last — a drearj dream 
Had maddea'd me, — bnt he shall nerer wake :" 

the curse of Eve ; and the close — fitiiov Ti Kara S&itpva — 

ADin. " Why all have left thee. 

Caiw. " And wherefore lingerest thou ? Dost thou not tear t 
Adah, " I fear 

Nothing eieept to leava thee. 

Caik. " Eastward from Eden will we take our way. 
Adas. " Leave ! thou shalt be my guide ; and may our God 
le thine 1 Now let ua carry forth our children. 
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Cais. " And tie who Uctb ihure was cbildleaa. I 

Have dried the founlun of a gentle race. 

O Abel I 
Adah. " Peace be witL him. 

Cain. ''But vith me. 

Cain, between wLich aod the Cenei lies the award <; 
the greatest aiugle performance in dramatic shape of oni 
century, raiseil a storm. It was published, with Sard 
napalus aod The Two Foscari, in December, 1821, and t 
critics soon gave evidence of the truth of Elze'a remart— 
" In England freedom of action is cramped by the wai 
of freedom of thought. The converse is the ease ^ 
us Germans ; freedom of thought is restricted by I 
want of freedom in action. To us this scepttcUto prs 
aenta nothing in the least feJirful." But with \ 
peared as if a literary G-uy Fawkea had been detected ii 
the act of blowing up half the cathedrals and all 1 
chapels of the country. The rage of insular orthodox] 
was in proportion to its impotence. Every scribbler n 
a cassock denounced the book and its author, though fewl 
attemped to answer him. The hubbub was such thati 
Byron wrote to Murray, authorizing him to disclaim aSfl 
responsibility, and offering to refund the payment he hac 
received. " Say that both you and Mr. Gifford i 
strated. I will come to England to stand trial. '] 
adsum qui feci'" — and much to the same effect. Th^v 
book was pirated ; and on the publisher's application toM 
have an injunction. Lord Eldon refused to grant it. The'M 
majority of the minor reviewers became hysterical, aadfl 
Dr. Watkins, amid much almost inarticulate raving, s^dl 
that Sir Walter Scott, who bad gratefully accepted thftff 
dedication, would go down to posterity with the bran*^ 
of Cain upon his brow. Several even of the higher o 
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icH took frigbt. JefErey, while protesting bis appreciation 
of the literary merits of tlic work, lamented its teodency 
to unsettle faith. Mr. Campbell talked of its " friglitful 
audacity." Bishop Ileber wrote at great length to prove 
that its sptrit waa more dangerous than that of Paradue 
Iiost — and succeeded. The Quarterly began to cool to- 
wards the author. Moore wrote to him, that Cain waa 
" wonderful, terrible, never to be forgotten," but " dread- 
ed and deprecated " the influence of Shelley. Byron 
showed the letter to Sbelley, who wrote to a common 
friend to assure Mr. Moore that he had not the smallest 
inflaence over his lordship in matters of religion, and 
only wished he had, as he would " employ it to erodicati; 
from his great mind the delusions of Christianity, which 
seem perpetually to recur, and to lie in ambush for the 
hours of sickness and distress." Shelley elsewhere writes : 
" What think you of Lord B.'s last volume ! In my 
opinion it contains finer poetry than has appeared in 
England since Paradige Lo»t. Cain is apocalyptic ; it in 
a revelation not before communicated to man." In the 
same strain, Scott says of the author of the " g^and and 
tremendous drama :" " He has certainly matched Milton 
on his own ground." The worst effect of those attacks 
appears in the shifts to which Byron resorted to explain 
himself — to be imputed, however, not to cowardice, but 
to his wavering habit of mind. Great writers in our 
country have frequently stirred difficult questions in re- 
ligion and life, and then seemed to be half scared, like 
Rouget de Lisle, by the reverberation of their own voices. 
Shelley almost alone was always ready to declare, " I meant 
what I said, and stand to it." 

Byron having, with or without design, arraigned some 
of the Thirty-nine Articles of his countrymen, proceeded 
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in the following montli (October, 1321} to commit an oiitr 
rage, yet more keenly reBcnted, on tbe metnory of their 
sainted king, the pattern of private virtue and public vice, 
Georgo IIL Tbe perpetration of this occnrrod in tbe 
course of the last of his numerous literary dnels, of which 
it wad tbe close. That Mr. Suuthej was a well-meaning 
»aii independent man of letters there uan be no doubL 
It docs not require tbe conclusive testimony of tbe es- 
teeta of Savage Landor to compel oar respect for tbe aa- 
thor of tbe Life of JVehon, and the open-bandod friend 
of Coleridge ; nor is it any disparagement that, with 
tbe last-named and with Wordsworth, he in middle life 
changed his political and other opinions. But in his deal- 
ings with Lord Byron, Soutbey bad " eaten of tbe lasane 
root." He atta;:kcd a man of incomparably superior 
powers, for whom bis utter want of humour — save in its 
comparatively childish forms — made him a ludicronsly 
unequal match, and paid the penalty in being gibbeted in 
satires tbut will endure with the language. The strife, 
which seems to have begnn on Byron's leaving England, 
rose to its height when bis lordship, in tbe humorous ob- 
servations and serious defence of his character against 
"the Remarks" in Blackwood, 1819 (August), accused the 
Laureate of apostasy, treason, and slander. 

In 1821, when the latter published bia Vigioa of Judg- 
ment — the most quaintly preposterous panegyric ever 
penned — he prefixed to it a long explanatory note, in 
tbe course of which he characterizes Don, Juan as a 
" monstrous combination of horror and mockery, lewdness 
and Impiety," regrets that it has not been brought nn- 
der the lash of the law, salutes tbe writer as chief of tbe 
Satanic school, inspired by tbe spirits of Moloch and 
Belial, and refers to the remorse that will overtake him 
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on his death-bed. To wliicli Byron, into- alia: "Mr. 
Sontliey, with a cowardly ferocity, exulta over ihe BUtici- 
pated death-bed repentance of the objects of his dislike, 
and indulges himself in a pleasant ' Vision of Judgment,' 
in prose as well as verse, full of impious impudence. 
What Mr. Southey'a aenaatiuua or oura may be in the 
awful moment of learing' this state of existence, neither he 
nor we can pretend to decide. In common, I presume, 
with most men of any reflection, / hare not waited for a 
death-bed k> repent of many of my actions, notwithstand- 
ing the ' diabolical pride ' which this pitiful renegado in 
his rancour would impute to those who scorn him." This 
dignified, though irenchaut, rejoinder would have been un- 
answerable ; but the writer goes on to charge the Laureate 
with spreading calumnies. To this charge Southey, in 
January, 1B23, replies with "a direct and positive deeial," 
and then proceeds to talk at large of the "whip and 
branding iron," " slaves of sensuality," " stones from 
slings," " Goliaths," " public panders," and what not, in the 
manner of the brave days of old. 

In February, Eyron, having seen this assault in the 
Courier, writes off in needless heat, " I have got Sonthey'a 
pretended reply; what remains to be done is to call him 
out" — and despatches a cartel of mortiU defiance. Mr. 
Douglas Einnaird, through whom this was sent, jadicioua- 
ly suppressed it, and the author's thirst for literary blood 
was destined to remain unquenched. Meanivhile he had 
written his own l^iiion of Judgment. This extraordinary 
work, having been refused by both Murray and Longman, 
appeared in 1822 in the pages of the Liberal. It passed 
the bounds of British endurance; and the publisher, Mr. 
John Hunt, was prosecuted and fined for the publication, 

Beaders of our day will generally admit that the "gouty 
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liexametere " of the original poem, which celehrates tin ' 
apotheosis of King George in heaven, are much more 
blasphemous than the ottava rima of the travesty, which 
professes to narrate the difficulties of his getting there. 
Byron's Vision of Judgment is as unmistakably the first 
of parodies as the I2iad is the first of epics, or the Pil- 
grim''a Progreis the first of allegories. In execution it is 
almost perfect. Don Juan is in scope and magnitude a 
far wider work ; but no considerable series of stanzas in 
Don Juan, are so free from serious artistic flaw. From 
first to last, every epithet hits the white ; every line that 
does not convulse with laughter stings or lashes. It rises 
to greatness by the fact that, underneath all its lambent 
buftoonery, it is aflame with righteons wrath. Nowhere 
in such space, save in some of the prose of Swift, is there 
in English so much scathing satire. 




CHAPTER IX. 

[1831-1S23.] 
PIHA. — GENOA. DON JUAN. 

Btbok, having arrived at Pisa with his troop of carriages, 
horaee, dogs, fowls, monkej's, and servsDts, settled himself 
qaietly in the Palazzo Laofranchi for ten months, inter- 
rnpted only by a sojourn of six weeks in the neighbour- 
hood of Leghorn. His life in the old feudal building 
followed in the main the tenour of his life at Ravenna. 
He rose late, received visitors in the afternoons, played 
billiards, rode or practised with his pistols in concert with 
Shelley, whom he refers to at this time as " the most coin- 
panionahle man under thirty " he had ever met Both 
poets were good shots, but Byron the safest ; for, though 
his hand often shook, he made allowance for the vibration, 
and never missed his mark. On one occasion he set up 
a slender cane, and at twenty paces divided it with his 
bullet. The early part of the evening he gave to a frugal 
meal and the society of La Guiccioli — now apparently, 
iu defiance of the statute of limitations, established under 
the same roof — and then sat late over bis verses. He wa& 
disposed to be more sociable than at Venice or Ravenna, 
and oecaaioaally entertained strangers; but his intimate 
acquaintanceship was confined to Captain Williams and 
his wife, and Shelley's cousin. Captain Medwin. The lat- 
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ter used frequently to dine and sit with his host tilt tlie 
morning, collecting materials for the Conversalioas wbich 
he afterwards gave to the world. The Talue of these 
remiiiiscences ia impaired by the fact of their recordinj^^J 
as serious rev<;!ution<), the absurd conSdencos in wlue^^| 
the poet's humour for mystification was wont to indulgfe^^ 
Another of the group, an Irishman, called Taafe, is niwle, 
in his lordship's correspondence of the period, to cut a 
somewhat comical figure. The master - passion of this 
worthy and genial fellow was to get a pabJisher for a fair 
commentary on Dante, to which he had firmly linked a 
Tery bad translation, and for about ai<c months Byron 
pesters Murray with constant appeals to satisfy him ; e.ff., 
November 16, " He must be gratified, though the review- 
ers will make him sufftr more tortnres than there are in 
his original." March C, " He will die if he ia not pub- 
lished ; he will be damned if he is ; but that ho don't 
mind." March 6, " I make it a point that he shall be in 
print ; it will make the man so exuberantly happy. He is 
siwih a good-natured Christian that we must give him a 
shove through the press. Besides, he has had another fall 
from his horse into a ditch." Taafe, whose horsemanship 
was on a par with his poetry, can hardly have been coa~ 
suited as to the foi-m assumed by these apparently fruit- 
less recommendationB, so characteristic of the writer's fre- 
quent kindliness and coDstnnt love of mischief. About 
this time Byron received a letter from Mr. Shepherd, a 
gentleman in Someraetshire, referring to the death of his 
wife, among whose papers he had found the record of a 
touching, because evidently heart-felt, prayer for the pMt's 
reformation, conversion, and restored peace of mind. To 
this letter he at once returned an answer, marked' by much 
of the fine feeling of his best moods. Fisa, Deaember 8 : 
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" Sir, I hare received your letter, I need not say thst the 
extract which it contains haa affected mo, becanse it would 
imply a want of all feeling to bave read it with indiflier- 
ence. , . . Your brief and simple picture of the ercellent 
person, whom I trust you will again tneet, cannot be con- 
templated without the admiration due to Let virtues and 
her pure and unpretending piety. I do not know that I 
ever met with anything so unostentatioasly beautiful. In- 
disputably, the firm belioverH in the Gospel have a great 
advantage over all others — for thia simple roaaon, that if 
tme they will have their reward hereafter ; and if there be 
no hereafter, they can but be with the infidel in his eter- 
nal sleep. . . . But a man's creed docs not depend upon 
himttlf: who can say, I will believe this, that, or the 
other! and least of all that which he least can compre- 
hend. ... I can assure you that not all the fame which 
ever cheated humanity into higher notions of its own im- 
portance would ever weigh in my mind against the pure 
and pious interest which a virtuous being may be pleased 
to take in my behalf. In this point of view I woold not 
exchange the prayer of the deceased in my behalf for the 
united glory of Homer, Csesar, and Napoleon." 

The letter to Lady Byron, which he afterwards showed 
to Lady Blessingtoa, must have borne about the same 
date ; and we have a further indication of his thoughts re- 
verting homeward in an urgent request to Murray — writ- 
ten on December 10th, Ada's sixtli birthday — to send hia 
daughter's miniature. After its arrival nothing gave him 
greater pleasure than to be told of its strong likenees to 
liiniaelf. In the course of the same month an event oc- 
curred which strangely illastrates the manners of the place, 
and the character of the two poets. An unfortunate fa- 
natic having taken it into his head to steal the waferboi 



IH BYROX. [oB 

ont o! a churcli at Lucca, and being detected, was, in ac- 
cordance with the ecclesiastical law till lately maintaiccd 
against sacrilege, condemned to be bnrnt alive. Shelley, 
who believed that the sentence would really be carried 
into effect, proposed to Byron that they sbonld gallop off 
together, and by aid of tJieir scrvauta rescue by force tlie 
intended victim. Byron, however, preferred, in the first 
place, to rely on diplomacy ; some vigorous letters paasedffl 
ultimately a representation, conveyed by Taafe to the I^g* 
lish Ambassador, led to a commutation of the sentence, ai 
the man was sent to the galleys. 

The January of 1822 was marked by the addition ttfl 
the small circle of Captain E. J. Trelawny, the famonftl 
rover and bold free-lance (now sole survivor of the rft^l 
markable group), who accompanied Lord Byron to Greece 1 
and has recorded a variety of incidents of the last monthtJ 
of his life. Trelawny, who appreciated Shelley with i 
intensity that is often apt to be exclusive, saw, or has m-3 
ported, for the most part the weaker side of Byron. "Wi^i 
are constrained to accept as correct the conjectare that h 
judgment was biassed by their rivalry in physical prowes 
and the political differences which afterwards developwV 
between them. Letters to his old correspondents — to-M 
Scott about the Waverleys, to Murray about the DramaBrl 
and the Vision of Judgment, aud Cain — make up almosiifl 
the sole record of the poet's pursuits during the five ft^l 
lowing months. On Febmary 6 he sent, through Mr. I 
Kinnaird, the challenge to Southey, of the suppression olj 
which he was not aware till May 1 1. The same letter coa^ 
tains a sheaf of the random cynicisms, as — " Cash i! 
toe," " Money is power ; and when Socrates said he kneir 
nothing, he meant he had not a drachma" — by which b^.f 
sharpened the shafts of his assailants. A little later 
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occasion of the death of Lady Noel, he expresses hiioself 
with natural bitterness on hearing that she had in ber will 
recorded a wish against bis daughter Ada seeing his por- 
trait In March be sat, along with La Ouiccioli, to tlie 
sculptor Bartolini. On the 24th, when the company were 
on one of their riding escursions outside the town, a balf- 
dmnken dragoon on horseback broke through tbem, and 
by accident or design knocked Shelley from his seat 
Byron, pursuing him along the Lung' Amo, called for hia 
name, and, taking biin for an ofSccr, flung his glove. The 
sound of the fray brought the servants of the Lanfrancbi 
to the door; and one of them, it was presumed— though 
in the scuffle everything remained uncertain — seriously 
wounded the dragoon in the side. An investigation en- 
sued, as the result of which the Gambas were ultimately 
eiiled from Tuscany, and the party of friends was practi- 
cally broken up. Shelley and his wife, with the WilHamses 
and Trelawny, soon after settled at the Villa Magni at Le- 
rici, in the Gulf of Spezia. Byron, with the Countess and 
her brother, established themselves in the Yilla Rossa, at 
Monte Nero, a suburb of Leghorn, from which port at this 
date the remains of Allegra were conveyed to England. 

Among the incidents of this residence were, the homage 
paid to the poet by a party of Americans ; the painting 
of his portrait and that of La GuiccioU by their compa- 
triot, West, who has left a pleasing account of his visits; 
Byron's letter making inquiry about the country of Boli- 
var (where it was his fancy to settle) ; and another of 
those disturbances by which he seemed destined to be 
harassed. One of his servants — among whom were un- 
ruly spirits, apparently selected with a kind of Corsair 
bravado — had made an assault on Connt Fietro, wounding 
him in the face. This outburst, though followed by tears 



and penitence, confirmed the impreasion of the Tuscan po- 
lice that the whole company were dsngerons, and made the 
Government press for their departnre. In the midst of th« 
nproar, there suddenly appeared at the vjlla Mr. Leigh Ilimt, 
with hia wife and six children. They had taken passage 
to Genoa, where they were received by Trolawny, in coin- 
raand of the " Bolivar" — a yacht construoled in that port 
for Lord Byron, simultaneously with the " Don Juan " tot 
Shelley. The latter, on hearing of the arrival of his 
friends, came to meet them at Leghorn, and went with 
them to Fisa. Early in July they wore all established on 
the Lnng' Arno, having assigned to them the ground-floo» 
of the palazzo. 

We have now to deal briefly — amid conflicting aaseveir 
ations it is hard to deal fairly — with the last of the Tes&> 
tiously controverted episodes which need perplex onr naia 
rative. Byron, in wishing Moore from Ravenna a menf 
Christmas for 1820, proposes that they shall embark to^' 
gether in a newspaper, " with some improvement on thfl 
plan of the present scoundrels," "to give the age soma 
new lights on policy, poesy, biography, criticism, moralityj 
theology," &a. Moore absolutely refusing to entertain th* 
idea. Hunt's name was brought forward in connexion, with 
it, during the visit of Shelley. Shortly after the return of 
the< latter to Fisa, he writes (August 26) to Hunt, stating 
that Byron was anxious to stArt a periodical work, to ba 
conducted in Italy, and had proposed that they shenld 
both go shares in the concern, on which follow some sa^ 
gestions of difficulties ahout money. Nevertheless, in An? 
gust, 1S21, he presses Hunt to come. Moore, on the other 
hand, strongly remonstrates against the project " I heard 
some days ago that Leigh Hunt was on his way to. yon 
with all his family ; and the idea seems to be that you «ad 
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he and Shelley are to conepire together in the Bxaauntr, 
I deprecate such a plan with all m^ might. Fartnershipg 

in fame, like those in trade, mate the strongest party an- 
swer for the rest. I tremble even for yon with Buch a 
baakrapt Co. ! You must stand alone." Shelley — who 
had in the meantime given his bond to Byron for an ad- 
vance of 200^. towards the expenses of his friends, besides 
assisting them himself to the utmoat of Lis power — began, 
shortly before their arrival, to esprcss grave doubts as to 
the success of the alliance. Hie East published letter, writ- 
ten July 5, 1822, after they had settled at Pii^a, is full of 
forebodings. On the 8th he set sail in the " Don Jdsd " — 

" That fatal and perfidious bsrk. 
Built iu til' eclipse, and rigg'd with vunes dark," 

and was overtaken by tbo stonn in which he perished. 
Three days after, Trelawny rode to Pisa, and told Byron 
of his fears, when the poet's lips quivered, and his voice 
faltered. On the 22nd of July the bodies of S li ell ey, Wil- 
liams, and Vivian were cast ashore. On the 16th August, 
Hunt, Eyron, and Trelawny were present at the terribly 
weird cremation, which they have ail described, and after 
which they were seized with a fit of the hilarious dehrium 
which is one of the phases of the tension of grief. By- 
ron's references to the event are expressions leas of the 
loss which he indubitably felt, than of his indignation at 
the "world's wrong." "Thus," he writes, "there is an- 
other man gone, about whom tbe world was ill-nataredly 
and ignorantly and brutally mistaken. It will, perhaps, 
do him justiee now, when be can be no better for it" 
Towards the end of tbe same letter the spirit of his dead 
friend seems to inspire the sentence — " With these things 
and these fellows it is necessary, in the present clash of 
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philosophy aod tyranny, to throw away the scabbard. I 
know it is ^;alnat fcaifol odds, but the battle must bo 
fought," 

Meanwhile, shortly after the new ficttjcment at the Lan- 
franchi, the preparations for issuing the Liberal — edited 
by Leigh Hunt in Italy, and published by John Hunt in 
London — progressed. The first number, which appeared 
in September, was introduced, after a few words of pref- 
ace, by the Vision of Judgment, with the signature, Que- 
vedo Rcdivivus, and adorned by Shelley's translation of 
the " May-Day Night," in Faint. It contained, beradea, 
the Letter to the Sditor of my Orandmotker's Revievi, an 
indifferent Florentine story, a German apologue, and a 
gosaipping account of Pisa, presumably by Hunt. Threa 
others followed, containing Byron's Heaven and Earth, his 
translation of the Morgante Maggiore, and Tin Blues — a 
very slight, if not silly, satire on literary ladies ; some of 
Shelley's posthumous minor poems, among them " I ariso 
from dreams of thee," and a few of Hazlitt'a essays, in- 
cluding, however, none of his heat. Leigh Hunt himself 
wrote moat of the rest, one of his contributions being a 
palpable imitation of Don Juan, entitled the Book of Be- 
ginnings; but be confesses that, owing to hia weak health 
and low spirits at the time, none of these did juatice to his 
ability ; and the general manner of the magazine being in- 
Kufficiently vigorous to carry off the frequent eccentricity- 
of its matter, the prejudices against it prevailed, and tha 
enterprise came to an end. Partners la falling coDcems 
ure apt to dispute ; in this instance the unpleasantness 
which arose at the time rankled in the mind of the sur- 
vivor, and gave rise to his singularly tasteless and injudi- 
cious book — a performance which can he only in part con- 
doned by the fact of Hunt's afterwards expressing regret^ 
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and practically withdrawing it. He represents himaeK 
throughout as a rauch-injnred man, Inrcd to Italy by mia- 
representations that he might give the aid of his journal- 
iatic experience and undeniable talents to the advancement 
of a mercenary enterprise, and that when it failed he waa 
despised, insulted, and rejected. Byron, on the other hand, 
declares, " The Hunts pressed me to engage in this work, 
and in an evil hour I consented ;" and hia subsequent ac- 
tion in the matter— -if not always gentle, never unjust — 
goes to verify his statements in the letters of the period. 
"I am afrmd," he writes from Genoa, October 9, 1822, 
" the journal is a bad business. I have done all I can for 
Leigh Uunt since he came here ; but it is almost useless. 
His wife is ill, his six children not very tractable, and in 
the affairs of this world he himself is a child." Later ho 
says to Murray, "You and your friends, by your injudi- 
cious rudeness, cement a connexion which you strove tft 
prevent, and which, had the Hunts prospered, would not 
in all probability Lave continued. As it is ... I can't 
leave them among the breakers." On February 20 we 
have his last word on the subject, to the same effect 

In the following sentences Moore seems to give a fair 
atateroent of the motives which led to the establishment 
of the unfortunate journal : " The chief inducements on 
the part of Lord Byron to this unworthy alliance were, 
in the first place, a wish to second the kind views of his 
friend Shelley in inviting Mr. Hunt to Italy ; and in the 
next, a desire to avail himself of the aid of one so experi- 
enced aa an editor in the favourite object he has so long 
contemplated of a periodical work in which all the off- 
spring of his genius might be received as they sprung to 
light." For the accomplishment of this purpose Mr. Leigh 
Hunt waa a singularly ill-chosen associate, A mao of 



Radical optnioiiB on all [natters, not only of rcligtOD bnt of j 
society — opiniuus which he acquired and held eaaily but I 
firmly — could never recognize the propriety of the claim < 
to defereDce which "the noble poet" was always too eager 
to assort, and was inclined to take libertiea which hia pa- 
tron perhaps snperciliously repelled. Mrs. Hunt dttea not 
seem to have been a very judicious person. " Trelawny ' 
here," said Byron, jocularly, " has been speaking against 
my morala." " It is the first time I ever heard of them," 
she replied. Mr. Hunt, by liis owd admission, had " pecnl- 
iar notions on the subject of money." Byron, on his part^ 
was determined not to be "put opon," and doled out 
through his steward stated allowances to Hunt, who says 
that only " stem necessity and a large family " induced 
him to accept thorn. Hunt's expression that the 200/. 
was, in Ike first irislanee, a debt to Shelley, poiota to the ' 
coDciusion that it was remitted on that poet's death. S^ | 
sides this, Byron maintained the family till they left 6«iob i 
for Florence, in 1823, and defrayed up to that date all ' 
their expenses. He gave his contributions to the Liberal \ 
gratis ; and, again by Hunt's own confession, left to hiia 
and bis brother the profits of the proprietorship. Accord- 
ing to Mr. Gait, " The whole extent of the peconiary obli- 
gation appears not to have cicccded 5002.; but, little or 
great, the manner in whioh it was recollected reflects no 
credit either on the head or heart of the debtor." 

Of tlie weaknesses on which the writer — bent on veri- 
fying Pope's lines on Atossa — from his vantage in the 
ground-floor, was enabled to dilate, many are but slightly 
magnified. Wo arc told, for instance, in very many words, 
that Byron clung to the privileges of his rank while wieh< 
ing to seem above them ; that he had a small library, and 
was a one-sided critic; that Baylc and Gibbon supplied 
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he pretended to think worse of Wordsworth than ho did ; 
that he knew tittle of art of music, adored Rossini, and 
called Rabeua a (Jauber ; tliat, though he wrote Don Juan 
nnder gin and water, he had not a strong head, &c., &c. 
It ia true, but not new. But when Hunt proceeds to say 
that Byron had no sentiment ; that La Gntccioli did not 
reaily care much about him; that he admired Gifford be- 
cause he was a sycophant, and Scott because Lo loved a 
lord ; that he had no heart for an)'thing escept a feverish 
notoriety ; that ho was a miser from his birth, and had 
" BB little regard for liberty as Alfieri " — it is new enough, 
bat it is manifestly not true. Hunt's book, which begins 
with a caricature on the frontispiece, and ia inspired in 
the main by un charitableness, yet contains here and there 
gleams of a deeper insight than we find in all the volumes 
of Moore — an insight which, in spite of his irritated ego- 
tism, is the mark of a man with the instincts of a poet, 
with some cosmopolitan sympathies, and a conrngo on oc- 
casion to avow them at any risk. " Lord Byron," he says 
truly, " has been too much admired by the English be- 
cause he was sulky and wOful, and reflected in his own 
person their love of dictation and excitement. They owe 
hia memory a greater regard, and would do it much great- 
er honour, if tbey admired him for letting thera know they 
were not so perfect a nation as they suppoaod themselves, 
and that they might take as well as give lessons of hu- 
manity, by a candid comparison of notes with civilization 
at large." 

In July, when at L^horn, theGambas received orders 
to leave Tuscany ; and on his return to Pisa, Byron, being 
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persecuted hy the police, b^;ati to prepare for anotlier 
change. After eiiI«rt^Ding projects about Greece, Ameri- 
ca, aod Switzerland — Trelawny andertakiQg to have the 
" Bolivar" conveyed over the Alps to the Lake of Geneva 
— he decided on following his friends to Genoa. He left 
in September with La Gniccioli, passed by Lerici and Sea- 
tri, and then for the ten remaining months of his Italian 
life took up his quarters at Albaro, about a mile to the 
east of the city, in the Villa Salazzo, which Mrs. Shelley 
had procured for him and his party. She herself settled 
with the Hunts — who travelled about the same time, at 
Byron's expense, but in their own company — in the neigh- 
bouring Caaa Negroto. Not far off, Mr, Savage Landor 
was in possession of the Casa Pallavicini, but there was 
little intercourse between the three. Landor and Byron, 
in many respects more akin than any other two English- 
men of their age, were always separated by an unhappy 
bar or intervening misL The only family with whom the 
poet maintained any degree of intimacy was that of the 
Earl of Blesaington, consisting of the Earl himself — a 
gouty old gentleman, with stories about him of the past — 
the Countess, and her sister, Miss Power, and the " cu- 
pidon dSchwne," the Anglo-French Count Alfred d'Oraay 
— who were to take part in stories of the future. In the 
spring of 1B23, Byron persuaded them to occupy the 
Villa Paradiso, and was accustomed to accompany them 
freqaently on horseback escursions along the coast to their 
favourite Nervi. It has been said that Lady BlesBing- 
ton's Conversations with Lord Byron are, as regards trust- 
worthiness, on a par with Landor's Imaginary Cotiveraa- 
timie. Let this be so, they are still of interest on points 
of fact which it must have been easier to record than to 
ima^ne. However adorned, or the reverse, by the fancies 
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of a habitual novelist, thej convey the impresetons of a 
good-humoured, lively, and fascinating woman, derived 
from a more or lees intimate association nitb the most 
brilliant man of the age. Of his personal appearance — a 
matter of which she waa a good judge— we Lave the fol- 
lowing : " One of Byron's eyes was larger than the other ; 
his nose was rather thick, so he waa best seen in pro- 
file ; his mouth was splendid, and his scornful expression 
waa real, not affected ; but a sweet smile often broke 
through his melancholy. Ho was at this time very pale 
and thin (which indicates the success of his regimen of 
reduction since leaving Venice). His hair was dark 
brown, here and there turning grey. His voice was har- 
moQious, clear, and low. There is some gaucherie in his 
walk, from his attempts to conceal his lameness. Ada's 
portrait is like him, and he is pleased at the likeness, but 
hoped she would not turn out to be clever — at any event 
not poetical. He is fond of gossip, and apt to speak 
slightingly of sonic of his friends, but is loyal to others. 
His great defect is flippancy, and a total want of aelf-pos- 
sessioa." The narrator also dveells on hia horror of in- 
terviewers, by whom at this time ho was even more than 
usually beset. One visitor of the period ingenuously oh- 
eerves — " Certain persona will be chagrined to hear that 
Byron's mode of life does not fumiab the smallest food 
for calumny." Another says, " 1 never saw a countenance 
more composed and still — I might even add, more sweet 
and prepossessing. But his temper was easily ruffled, and 
for a whole day ; he could not endure the ringing of 
bells, bribed his neighbours to repress their noises, and 
failing, retaliated by surpassing them ; he never forgave 
Colonel Carr for breaking one of hia dog's ribs, though he 
generally forgave injuries without forgetting them. He 
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i a^Nid opinion of the inertness 
whatever lie bimseU did be did wiUi s tcill — ' toto se cor- 
pora miacuit,' and vas woot to ae^ume a sort of dictato- 
fiaJ lone — aa if '1 hare said it, and it must be so,' were 
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From these waifs and strsys of goseip we retnm to * 
snbject of deeper interest. The Coiintess of Blessii^ton, 
with nataral cnriosity, was anidous to elicit from Byr«a 
some light on the mystery of hig domestic aSairs, and re- 
newed the attempt previonsly made by Madame de Staiil, 
to induce him to some movement towards a reconciliatiou 
with hia wife, ilia reply to this oTerture was to show 
her a letter which be had written to Lady Byron front 
Pisa, bnt never forwarded, of the tone of which tbe fol- 
lowiDg extracts must l>e a snfficient indication: "1 have 
to acknowledge tbe receipt of Ada's hair. ... 1 also tliank 
you for the inscription of the date and name; and I will 
tell you why. I believe they are the only two or throe 
words of your handwriting in my possession, for yonr let 
tcra I returned, and escept the two words — or rather the 
one word 'household' written twice — in an old account- 
book, I have no other. Every day which keeps ns axuti- 
dcr should, after so long a period, rather Boft«n our mut- 
ual feelings, which must always have one ral lying-point as 
long as oar child exists. We both cjade a bitter mistake, 
but now it is over. I considered our reunion as not im- 
possible for more tlian a year after tbe separation, bnt 
then I gave up the hope. I am violent, but not mulig- 
naut ; for only fresh provocations can awaken ray rescut- 
ment. Remember that if you have injured me in aught, 
this forgiveness is something, and that if I have injared 
you, it is something more still, if it be true, as moralists 
assart, that the most offending are the least forgiving.'* 



I 



I 



ic] GEKOA. 165 

" It ia a Btrange business," saj-a the Counteaa, about Lady 
Byron. " Wbcn he was praising ber mental and personal 
quaUficatioDs, I asked him how all tliat he now said agreed 
with certain sarcasms eupposed to be a reference to her 
in bia works, lie smiled, shook hia head, and said, they 
a meant to spite and vex her, when he was wonnded 
and irritated at her refiiaing to receive or answer his let- 
ters ; that he was sorry he had written tbem, but might on 
similar provocations recur to the same vengeanoe." On 
another occasion he said, " Lady B.'s first idea is what is 
doe to herself. I wish she thought a little more of what 
is due to others. My besetting aia is a want of that self- 
respect which abe has in excess. When I have broken 
oat, on slight provocation, into one of my nngovemahle 
. fits of ri^c, her calmness piqued and seemed to reproach 
L me ; it gave ber an air of superiority that vexed and in- 
creased my mauvaise kummr." To Lady Blesaington as 
' to every one, he always spoke of Mrs. Leigh with the same 
anwBvering admiration, love, and respect. 

" My first impressions were melancholy — my poor motb- 

r gave them ; but to my sbtcr, who, incapable of wronij 

herself , suspected no wrong in others, I owe the little good 

of which I can boast ; and had I earlier known her it 

might have influenced ray destiny. Angusta was to me 

n the bour of need a tower of strength. Her affection 

was my last rally Ing-poiut, and is now the only bright spot 

that the horizon of England offers to my view. She has 

^ven me sucb good advice — and yet, finding me incapable 

of following it, loved and pitied me but the more because 

I was erring." Similarly, in the height of bis spleen, 

^^ writes Leigh Hunt — "I believe there did exist one per- 

^L Bt>n to whom be would have been generous, if she pleased : 

^H periiafis was so. At all events, he left her tbe bulk of his 
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property, and always spoke of her with the greatest esteem. 
Tbia was his aistcr, Mrs. Leigh. lie told me she used to 
call him 'Baby Byron.' It waa easy to see that of the 
two persons she bad by far the greater judgment" 

Byron, having laid aside Don Juan for more than a 
year, in deference to La Guiccioli, was permitted to re- 
sume it again in July, 1822, on a promise to observe the 
proprieties. Cantos yi.-xi. were written at Pisa. Can- 
tos lii.-svi. at Genoa, in 1823. Those latter portions of 
the poem were published by John Hunt. His other works 
of the period are of minor consequence. The Age of 
Bronze is a declamation, rather than a satire, directfid 
against the Convention of Cintra and the Congress of 
Verona, especially Lord Londonderry's part in the latter, 
only remarkable, from its advice to the Greeks, to dread 
" The false friend worse than the infuriate foe ;" 

i.e., to prefer the claw of the Tartar savage to the pater- 
nal hug of the great Bear — 

" Better still toil for masteri, than awiut, 
Tlie slave of slaves, before a Ruaaian gate." 

In the Island — a tale of the mutiny of the " Bounty " — 
he reverts to the manner and theme of his old romancee, 
finding a new scene in the Pacific for the exercise of Ma 
fancy. In this piece his love of nautical adventure reap- 
pears, and his idealization of primitive life, caught from 
Housscaa and Chateanbriand. There is more repose about 
this poem than in any of the author's other compositions. 
In its pages the sea seems to plash about rocks and cavea 
that bask under a southern sun. " ' Byron, the sorcerer,' 
ho can do with me what he will," said old Dr. Parr, on 
reading it. As the swan-song of the poet's sentimental 
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verse, it has a pleasing if not pathetic calm. Dnring the 
last yean in Italy he planuod an epic on the Conquest and 
a play on the subject of Hannibal, neither of which was 
execnted. 

In the criticism of a famous work there is often little 
left to do but to criticise the critics — to bring to a focus 
the most salient things that have been said about it, to 
eliminate the absurd from the sensible, the discrimioatinf; 
from the commonplace. Don Juan, more than any of its 
precursors, is Byron, and it has been similarly handled. 
The early cantos were ushered into the world amid a 
chorus of mingled applause and execration. The minor 
Eeviews, representing middle -class respectability, were 
generally vituperative, and the higher authorities divided 
in their judgments. The British Magazine said that 
" his lordship had degraded his personal character by the 
composition ;" the London, that the poem was " a satire 
on decency;" the Edinburgh Monthly, that it was "a 
melancholy spectacle;" the Sclectic, ^hAi it was "an out- 
rage worthy of detestation." Blackwood declared that 
the author was " brutally outraging all the best feelings 
of humanity." Moore characterizes it as "the moat pain- 
ful display of the versatility of genius that has ever been 
left for succeeding ages to wonder at or deplore." Jeffrey 
found in the whole composition " a tcndeney to destroy 
all belief in the reality of virtue ;" and Dr. John Wat- 
kins classically named it " the Odyssey of Immorality." 
"Don Juan will bo read," wrote one critic, "as long as 
satire, wit, mirth, and supreme excellence shall be esteemed 
among men." "Stick to Don Juan," exhorted another; 
t is the only sincere thing you have written, and it will 
o after aU your Harolds have ceased to he 'a school- 
fs tale, the wonder of an hour.' It is the best of all 
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yonr works — the most spirited, tbe most rtrnightforward, 
tho moat intercBting, the moat poetical." " It is a worfc," 
said Goethe, " full of soul, bitterly savage In its misanthro- 
py, exquisitely dciicate in its tenderness." Shelley con- 
feaeed, "It fulfils iu a certain degree what I have long 
preached, the task of producing something wholly n^w and 
relative to the age, and yet aurpaasingly beautiful." And 
Sir Walter Scott, in tbo midst of a hearty panegyric, " It 
has the variety of Shakepeare himself. Neither Ohilde 
Harold, nor the most beautiful of Byron's earlier tales, 
contain more exquisite poetry than is to be found scatter- 
ed through the cantos of Don J«an, amid verses which 
the author seems to have thrown from him with an effort 
as Bpontaneons as that of a tree resigning its leaves." 

One noticeable feature about these comments is their 
sincerity : reviewing, however occasionally one-sided, had 
not then sunk to be the mere register of adverse or friend- 
ly cliques ; and, with all his anxiety for its verdict, Byron 
never solicitfld the favour of any portion of the press. 
Another is tbe fact that the adverse critics missed their 
mark. They had not learnt to say of a book of which they 
disapproved, that it was weak or dull : in pronouncing it 
to be vicious, they helped to promote its sale ; and the 
most decried has been the most widely read of the author's 
works. Many of the readers of Bon Juan have, it mast 
be confessed, been fonnd among those lea«t likely to ad- 
mire in it what is most admirable — who have been attract- 
ed by the very excesses of buffoonery, violations of good 
taste, and occasionally almost vulgar slang, which disfigure 
its pages. Their patronage ia, at the best, of no more 
value than that of a mob gathered by a showy Shakspea- 
rian revival, and it has laid the volume open to the charge 
of being adapted " laudari ab illaudatis." But the wet 
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come of tbe work in other (juartcrs is as induhitahly due 
to higher qualities. In writing DoaJuan, Byron attempt- 
ed souiethiDg that had never been done before, and his 
genina so chimed with his enterprise that it need never bo 
done again. " Down," criea M. Cbaslea, " with the imi- 
tators who did their best to make his name ridicnloua," 
In commenting on their failure, an excellent critic has en- 
pluined the pre-established fitness of the ottavs rima — the 
first six lines of which are a dance, and tbe concluding 
couplet a "breakdown" — for the mock-heroic. BjTon'e 
choice of this measure may have been suggested by Whi»- 
led its cadence in Fulci, and tbe 
J whom he is indebted for 
. and he added to what has 
been net! termed its characteristic jauntinoes, by his al- 
most constant use of the double rhyme. That the ott&va 
rima is out of place in consistently pathetic poetry, may 
be seen from its obvious misuse in Keats's Pot of Batil. 
Many writers, from Frere to Moultrie, have employed it 
successfully in burlesque or mere society verse ; but Byron 
alone has employed it triumphantly, for he has made it 
the vehicle of thoughts grave as well as gay, of " black 
spirits and white, red spirits and grey," of sparkling fancy, 
bitter sarcasm, and tender memories. He has swept into 
the pages of his poem the experience of thirty years of & 
life BO crowded with vitality that our sense of the plethora 
of power which it exhibits makes us ready to condone ita 
lapses. Byron, it has been said, balances himself on b 
ladder like other acrobats ; but alone, like the Japanese 
master of the art, he all the while bears on his shonlderB 
the weight of a man. Much of Don Juan is as obnosious 
to criticism in detail as hia earlier wort; it baa every 
mark of being written in hot haste. In the midst of tho 
M 8* 
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most serioQS passages (e, j., the "Ave Maria") we are 
checked in onr conree by bathos or commonplace, and 
thrown where the writer did not mean to throw na ; bnt 
the mocking spirit is so prevailingly present that we are 
often left in doubt as to bis design, and what is in Harold 
an outrage is in this case only a Saw. His command over 
the verse itself is almost miraculous : he glides from ex- 
treme to extreme, from punning to pathos, from melan- 
choly to mad merriment, sighing or laughing by the way 
at his readers or at himself or at the stanzas. Into them 
he can fling anything under the sun, from a doctor's pre- 
scription to a metaphysical theory. 

"When B[shop Berkelej snid there was no ma.tter, 
And pioted it, 'twas no matter what he said," 

IB as cogent a refutation of idealism as the cumbrous wit 
of Scotch logicians. 

The popularity of the work is due not mainly to the 
verbal skill which makes it rank as the cleverest of English 
verse compositions, to its shoals of witticisms, its winged 
words, telling phrases, and incomparable transitions; but 
to the fact that it continues to address a large class who 
are not in the ordinary sense of the word lovers of poetry. 
Don Juan is emphatically the poem of intelligent men of 
middle i^e, who have grown weary of mere sentiment, and 
yet retain enough of sympathetic feeling to desire at times 
to recall it. Such minds, crusted like Plato's Glaucus with 
the world, are yet pervious to appeals to the spirit that 
anrvivoa beneath the dry dust amid which they move ; bnt 
only at rare intervals can they accompany the pure lyrist 
" singing as if be would never be old," and they are apt 
to turn with some impatience even from Romeo and Juliet 
to Hamlet and Macbeth. To them, on the other hand, 
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the hard wit of Hudibras is equally tiresome, and more 
distasteful ; their cboscu friend is the humourist who, in- 
spired by a subtle perception of the contradictions of life, 
sees matter for smiles in sorrow, and tears in laughter. 
Byron waa not, in the highest sense, a great humourist; 
he does not blend together the two phases, as they are- 
blended in single sentences or whole chapters of Sterne, 
in the April sanshiae of Richter, or in Sartor ResaTluH ; 
but he conies near to produce the same efiect by his un- 
equalled power of alternating them. His wit is seldom 
hard, never dry, for it is moistened by the constant juxta- 
position of sentiment. His tenderness is none the less 
genuine that he is perpetually jerking it away—an equally 
favourite fashion with Carlyle — as if he could not trust 
himself to be serious for fear of becoming sentimental; 
and, in recollection of his frequent exhibitions of unaSect- 
ed hysteria, we accept bis own confession — 

" If I luugb at Kay mortal thia^ 
'Tla thai I may not weep " — 

as a perfectly sincere comment on the raoat sincere, and 
therefore in many respects the most effective, of his works. 
He has, after his way, endeavoured in grave prose and 
light verse to defend it against ita assailants, saying, " Itt 
Don Juan I take a vicious and unprincipled character, and 
lead him through those ranks of society whose accomplish- 
ments cover and cloak their vices, and paint the natural 
effects ;" and elsewhere, tbaj he means to make his scamp 
" end as a member of the Society for the Suppression of 
Vice, or by the guillotine, or in an unhappy marriage." 
It were easy to dilate on the fact that in interpreting the 
phrases of the satirist into the language of the moralist 
we often require to read them backwards: Byron's own 



statement, " I bate a motive," ia, however, more to the 
point : 

" But tba fact ia that 1 hare nothiug pl&mi'd 

Unless it were to be a moment merry — 

A novel word in mj Tocabulary," 

Dan Juan can only be credited with a text in the sense 
in which every large experience, of its own accord, conveya 
its lesson, It was to the author a picture of the world as 
he saw it ; and it ia to us a mirror in which every attribute 
of hia gcniuB, every peculiarity of his nature, is reflected 
witbont distortion. After the audacious though brilliant 
opening, and the unfortunately pungent reference to the 
poet's domestic aSairs, wc find in the famous storm (c. ii.) 
a bewildering epitome of his prevailing manner. Home- 
sickness, sea-sickness, the terror of the tempest, " wailing, 
blasphemy, devotion," the craeh of the wreck, the wild fare- 
well, " the bubbling cry of some strong swimmer in hia 
agony," the horrors of famine, the tale of the two fathers, 
the beautiful apparitions of the rainbow and the bird, 
the feast on Juan's spaniel, his reluctance to dine on " his 
pastor and his master," the consequences of eating Pedrillo 
— all follow each other like visions in the phantasm agoria 
of a nightmare, till at last the remnant of the crew are 
drowned by a ridiculous rhyme — 



Then comes the episode of Ilaidee, " a long low island 
aong of ancient days," the character of the girt herself be- 
ing like a thread of pure gold running through the fabric 
of its surroundings, motley in every page ; e. g., after th& 
impassioned close of the " Isles of Greece," we have the- 
etanza : — 
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" Thun Bang, or would, or could, or ahoald, have Bung, 
The modero Qreek, in talerable curae ; 
If nut like Oiplieua quite, when Gi'scoe waa young, 
Yet in thoBe days he might ImTe dooe much nurse — " 

with which the author daslics away the romance of the 
soDg, and then laanches into a tirade against Bob Soutb- 
ey'a epic and Wordsworth's pedlar poems. This vein ox- 
bauated, we come to the "Ave Maria," one of the most 
musical, and sccmiDgly heartfelt, hymns in the language. 
The close of the ocean pastoral (in c. iv.) is the last of 
patbetic narrative in the book; but the same feeling that 
"mourns o'er the bcanty of the Cyclades" often re- 
emerges in shorter passages. The fifth and sixth cantos, 
in spite of the glittering sketch of Gulbeyaz, and the 
fawn -like image of Dudu, are open to the charge of 
difiuseness, and the character of Johnson is a failure. 
From the seventh to the tenth, the poem decidedly dips, 
partly because the writer had never been in Russia; then 
it again rises, and shows no sign of falling off to the 
end. 

No part of the work has more suggestive interest or 
varied power than some of the later cantos, in which Juan 
is whirled through the vortex of the fashionable life which 
Byron knew so well, loved so much, and at last esteemed 
so little. There ia no richer piece of descriptive writing 
in his works than that of Newstead (in c. xiii.) ; nor is 
there any analysis of female character so subtle as that of 
the Lady Adeline, Conjectures as to the originals of im- 
aginary portraits are generally futile; but Miss Milipond 
—not Donna Inez — is obviously Lady Byron ; in Adeline 
we may suspect that at Genoa he was drawing from .the. 
life in the Villa Faradiso ; while Aurora Haby seems to 
be an idealization of La Guiccioli : — 
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" Early in years, and yat more infantuiQ 
Id figure, ihe bad soinetbiog of Bublime 

In eyes, which sadly shone, as acrapha shine : 
All youth — but with an aspect beyond time; 

Badiant uid grave — as pitying man's declioe ; 
Mournful — but mournful of another's crime, 

She took'd as if she sat by Eden's door, 

And grieved for those who could return no more. 

" She nas a Catbolic, t«o, sincere, austere. 
As far as her own gentle heart allow'd. 

And deem'd tbat fallen worehip far more dear, 
Perhaps, because 'twas fallen : her sires were ] 

Of deeds and days, when they had Gtt'd the ear 
Of nations, and had never bent or bow'd 

To novel power ; and, as she was the last, 



"She gazed apon a world she scarcely knew, 
As seeking not to know it ; silent, lone, 
Aa grows a Bower, thus quietly she grew. 
And kept her heart serene within its lOue." 

Constantly, towards the close of the work, there is sn 
echo of home and coantry, a half involuntary cry after 

" The love of higher things and better days ; 
Th' unbounded hope, and heavenly ignorance 
Of what is call'd the world and the world's ways." 

In ths concluding stanza of the last completed canto, 
beginning — 

"Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 

'Twiit night and mom, on the hoTuan't verge " — 

■we have a condensation of the refrain of the poet's philos- 
ophy; bnt the main drift of the later books is a satire 
on London society. There are elements in a great city 



n.] DON JUAN. 17» 

which may be wrought into siomething nobler than Batire, 
for all the energies of the age are concentrated where pas- 
Bion is fiercest and thought intensest, amid the myriad 
Bights and sounds of its glare and gloom. But those 
sceoea, and the actors in them, are apt also to induce the 
frame of mind in which a prose satirist describes himeelf 
as reclining under an arcade of the Pantheon : " Not the 
Faatheon by the Piazza Navona, where the immortal gods 
were worshipped — the immortal gods now dead ; but the 
Pantheon in Oxford Street Have not Selwyn, and Wal- 
pole, and March, and Carlisle figured there ! Has not 
Prince Florizel flounced through the hall in his rnatling 
domino, and danced there in powdered splendour 1 my 
companions, I have drunk many a bout with you, and al- 
ways found ' Vanitas Vanitatum ' written on the bottom 
of the pot," Tliis is the mind in which Dwi Juan inter- 
prets the universe, and paints the still living court of 
Florizel and his buffoons. A " nondescript and ever vary- 
ing rhyme " — " a versified aurora borealis," half cynical, 
half Epicurean, it takes a partial, though a subtle view of 
that microcosm on stilts called the great world. It com- 
plains that in the days of old " men made the 
manners now make men." It concludes — 

" Good compmij's a chese-board ; tliere are kingn, 
QueeoB, biehopa, knighta, rooks, pawiiB ; the world'a : 



It posses from a reflection o 
things here " to the advice — 



the dreary /ui'mus of all 



"But 'carpe diem,' Juan, 'carpe, carpel' 
To-iDoiTDir sees anotlter race as gaj 
And transient, and devaur'd b; the same barpy. 
'Life's a poor player,' — then plaj out the play.'' 
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It was the nataral conclusion of the foregono stage ot 
Byron's career. Years Iisd giveo him power, but they, 
wero yeare in which his energies were lai^ely wasted., 
Self-indulgeDco had not petrified bis feeling, but it had 
thrown wormwood into ita Bprings. He had learnt tO; 
look on existence as a walking shadow, and woe strong 
only with the strength of a sincere despair. 

" Through life's road, ao dim and dirtj, i 

I hate dragg'd to three and thictj. 
What httTu thofle jeara left to rae ? 
Nothing, except thlrtj-three." 

These lines are the summary of one who had drained the 
draught of pleasure to the dregs of bitterness. 



CUAPTER X. 

[1821-1824.] 



POLITICS, — THE CAl 



In leaving Venice for Ravenna, Byron passed from the 
society of gondoliers and successive sultanas to a com- 
paratively domestic life, with a mistress who at least en- 
deavonred to stimolate some of Lis higher aspirations, and 
smiled upon his wearing the sword along with the lyre. 
In the last episode of hia constantly chequered and too 
Toluptnous career, we have the waking of Sardanapalns 
realized in the transmutation of the fantastical Harold 
into a practical strategist, financier, and soldier. No one 
ever lived who in the same space more thoroughly ran 
the gauntlet of existence. Having exhausted all other 
Bonrces of vitality and intoxication — travel, gallantry, and 
Terse — it remained for the despairing poet to become a 
hero. But he was also moved by a public passion, the 
genuineness of which there is no reasonable groond to 
doubt. Ldke Alfieri and Rousseau, he had taken for his 
motto, " I am of the opposition ;" and, as Dante under a 
republic called for a monarchy, Byron, under monarchies 
at home and abroad, called for a commonwealth. Amid 
the inconsistencies of his political sentiment, he had been 
consistent in so much love of liberty as led him to de- 
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nounce oppression, even when he bad no great faith in the 
oppressed — whether English, or Italians, or Greeka. 

Byron regarded the established dynasties of the con- 
tinent with a sincere hatred. He talka of the " more thaa 
infernal tyranny " of the House of Austria. To his fan- 
cy, as to Shelley's, New England is the star of the future. 
Attracted by a strength or rather force of character akin 
to his own, he worshipped Napoleon, e?en when driven to 
confess lliat " the hero had sunk into a king." He la- 
mented his overthrow ; hut, above alt, that he was beaten 
by "three stupid, legitimate old dynasty boobies of regular 
sovereigns." " I write in ipecacuanha that the Bourbons 
are restored." " What right have we to prescribe laws 
to France t Here we are retrograding to the dull, stupid 
old system, balance of Europe — poising straws on kings' 
noses, instead of wringing them ofi." "The king-times 
are fast finishing. There will be blood shed like water, 
and tears hke mist; but the peoples will conquer in the 
end. I shall not live to see it, but I foresee it." " Give 
me a republic. Look in the history of the earth — Rome, 
Greece, Venice, Holland, France, America, our too short 
Commonwealth — and compare it with what they did under 
masters." 

His serious political verses are all in the strain of the 
lines on Wellington — 

"Never had morlal raau such opportunity — 
Except Napoleon— or abused it more; 
You might have freed fallen Europe from tlie unity 
Of tyrants, and been blessed from shore to shore." 

An enthnsiasm for Italy, which survived many disappointr 
nients, dictated some of the most impressive passages of 
his Harold, and inspired the Lament of Tasso and the 
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Ode on Venice. The Propheei/ of Dante contains much 

that lias since proved prophetic — 

" Whit is there wanting, tbeo, to set thes free, 
And sbow thy beauty in its fullest light 1 
To make the Alps iinpaBBable ; and ne, 
Her Bona, maj do thia with one deed — Unite I" 

Hia letters reiterate the same idea, in langnage even 
more emphatic " It ie no great matter, supposing that 
Italj' could be liberated, who or what ia sacrificed. It is 
a grand object — the very poetry of politics : only think — 
a free Italy !" Byron acted on his assertion that a man 
ought to do more for society than write verses. Mistrnat- 
ing its leaders, and detesting the wretched lazzaroni, who 
" would have betrayed themselves and all the world," he 
yet threw himself heart and aoul into the insurrection of 
1820, saying, "Whatever I can do by money, means, or 
person, I will venture freely for their freedom." He 
joined the secret society of the Carbonari, wrote an ad- 
dress to the Liberal government sot up in Naples, supplied 
arms and a refuge in his house, which be was prepared to 
convert into a fortress. In February, 1821, on the lOut 
of the Neapolitans by the Austrians, the conspiracy was 
crushed. Ejron, who " had always an idea that it would 
be bungled," expressed bis fear that the country would be 
thrown back for 500 years into bari>arism, and the Count- 
ess Guiccioli confessed with tears that the Italians must 
return to composing and strumming operatic airs. Car- 
bonarism having collapsed, it of course made way for a 
reaction ; but the encouragement and countenance of the 
English poet and peer helped to keep alive the smoulder- 
ing fire that Mazzini fanned into a flame, till Cavour turn- 
ed it to a practical purpose, and the dreams of the ideal- 
ists of 1820 were finally realized. 



BYsas. 






On the failure of the luckless conspiracy, Byron nataral- 
ly betook himself to history, epBcnlation, satire, and ideas 
of a journalistic propaganda ; but all through lils mind 
was turning to the renewal of the action which was bis 
destiny. "If I live ten years longer," he writes in 1893, 
" you will see that it is not all over with me. I don't 
moan in literature, for that is nothing — and I do not think 
it was my vocation ; but I aball do something." The 
Greek war of liberation opened a new field for the eser- 
ciae of his indomitable energy. This romantic struggle, 
begun in April, 1831, was carried on for two years With 
such remarkable success, that at the close of 1893 Greece 
was beginning to be recognized as an independent state : 
hut in the following months the tido seemed to turn ; dis- 
sensions broke out among the leaders, the Bpirit of in- 
trigue seemed to stifle patriotism, and the energies of the 
insurgents were hampered for want of the sinews of war. 
There was a danger of the movement being starved out, 
and the committee of London sympathizers — of which the 
poet's intimate friend and frequent correspondent, Mr. 
Douglas Kinnaird, and Captain Blaquiere, wore leading 
promoters — was impressed with the necessity of procur- 
ing funds in support of the cause. With a view to this 
it seemed of consequence to attach to it some shining 
name, and men's thoughts almost inevitably turned to 
Byron. No other Englishman seemed so fit to be asso- 
ciated with the enterprise as the warlike poet, who had 
twelve years before hnked his fame to that of " grey Mar- 
athon " and " Athena's tower," and, more recently, immoi^ 
talized the isles on which be cast so many a longing 
glance. Hobhouse broke the subject to him early in the 
spring of 1823 : the committee opened communications in 
April. After hesitating through May, in June Byron con- 
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aented to meet Blaqul^re at Zante, and, on hearing the 
results of the captain's eipedition to the Morea, to decide 
on future steps, Hia share in this enterprise has been 
assigned to purely personal and comparatively mean mo- 
tives. He was, it is said, disgusted with his periodical, 
sick of his editor, tired of hia mistress, and bent on any 
change, from China to Peru, that would give him a new 
theatre for display. One grows weary of the perpetual 
half-truths of inveterate detraction. It is granted that 
Byron was restless, vmn, imperious, never did anything 
without a desire to ahine in the doing of it, and was to a 
great degree the slave of circumstances. Had the Liberal 
proved a lamp to the nations, instead of a mere " red flag 
flaunted in the face of John Bull," he might have cast 
anchor at Genoa ; but the whole drift of hia work and 
life demonstrates that he was capable on occasion of 
merging himself in what he conceived to be great causes, 
especially in their evil dttys. Of the Hunts he may have 
had enough ; but the invidious statement about La Guic- 
cioli has no foundation, other than a somewhat random 
remark of Shelley, and the fact that he left her nothing 
in his will. It is distinctly ascertained that she expressly 
prohibited him from doing so ; they continued to corre- 
spond to the last, and her affectionate, though unreadable, 
reminiscences are sufficient proof that she at no time con- 
sidered herself to be neglected, injured, or a^rieved. 

Byron, indeed, left Italy in an unsettled state of mind : 
he spoke of returning in a few months, and as the period 
for his departure approached, became more and more ir- 
resolute. A presentiment of his death seemed to brood 
over a mind always superstitious, though never fanatical. 
Shortly before his own departure, the Elessingtons were 
preparing to leave Genoa for England. On the evening 
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of his faTenoll call he began to speak of his voyage with 
despondency, saying, " Here we aro all now together ; but 
when and where shall we meet again ! I have a sort of 
boding that we ace each other for the last time, as some- 
thing tells me I shall never again return from Greece :" 
after which remark he leant his head on the sofa, and 
burst into one of his hysterical fits of tears. The next 
week was given to preparations for an expedition, which, 
entered on with mingled motives — sentimental, pereoDsl, 
public — became more real and earnest to Byron at every 
step he took. He knew all the vices of the " hereditary 
bondsmen " among whom ho was going, and went among 
them with yet unquenched aspirations, but with the bridle 
of discipline in his hand, resolved to pave the way to- 
wards the nation becoming better, by devoting himself to 
making it free. 

On the morning of July 14 (1833) he embarked in the 
brig " Hercules," with Trelawny ; Count Pietro Gamba, who 
remained with him to the last ; Bmno, a young Italian doc- 
tor ; Scott, the captain of the vessel, and eight servants, in- 
cluding Fletcher ; besides the crew. They had on board 
two guns, with other arms and ammunition, five horses, 
an ample supply of medicines, with 50,000 Spanish dollars 
in coin and bills. The start was inanspicious, A violent 
squall drove them back to port, and in the course of a last 
ride with Gamba to Albaro, Byron asked, "Where shall 
we he in a year?" On the same day of the same month 
of 1824 he was carried to the tomb of his ancestors. 
They again set sail on the following evening, and in five 
days reached Leghorn, where the poet received a saluta- 
tion in verse, addressed to Lim by Goethe, and replied to 
it. Here Mr. Hamilton Brown, a Scotch gentleman with 
considerable knowledge of Greek affairs, joined the party, 
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and induced them to change their course to Cephalonia, 
for the purpose of obtaining the advice and asaistance of 
tho English resident, Colonel Napier. The poet occupied 
himself during the voyage mainly in reading — among oth- 
er books, Scott's Life of Swift, Grimm's Correspondence, 
La Rochefoucauld, and Las Casas — and watching the clas- 
sic or historic shores which they skirted, especially noting 
Elba, Soracte, the StraJta of Messina, and Etna. In pass- 
ing Stromboli he said to Trclawny, " You will see this 
scene in a fifth canto of C'kilde Harold." On his com- 
panions suggesting that he should write some verses on 
the spot, he tried to do so, but threw them away, with the 
remark, " I cannot write poetry at will, as you smoke to- 
bacco." Trelawny confesses that he was never on ship- 
board with a better companion, and that a severer test of 
good-fellowship it is impossible to apply. Together they 
shot at gulls or empty bottles, and swam every morning in 
tho sea. Early in August they reached their destination. 
Coming in sight of the Morea, the poet said to Trelawny, 
" I feel as if the eleven long years of bitterness I have 
passed through since I was here were taken from my 
shoulders, and I was scudding through the Greek Archi- 
pelago with old Bathurst in his frigate." Byron remained 
at or about Cephalonia till tlte close of the year. Not 
long after his arrival he made an ejtcuraion to Ithaca, and, 
visiting the monastery at Vathi, was received by the abbot 
with great ceremony, which, in a fit of irritation, brought 
on by a tiresome ride on a mule, he returned with unusual 
discourtesy ; but next morning, on his giving a donation 
to their ahns-box, he was dismissed with the blessing of tho 
monks. " If this isle were mine," he declared on his way 
back, " I would break my staff and bury my book." A 
little later. Brown and Trelawny being sent off with letters 
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to the provisional government, the former returned with 
some Greek emissaries to London to negotiate a loan ; the 
latter attached himself to Odysseus, the chief of the repub- 
lican party at Athens, and never again saw Byron alive. 
The poet, after spending a month on board the " Hercu- 
les," dismissed the vessel, and hired a house for Oamba 
and himself at Metaxata, a healthy village aboat four miles 
from the capital of the island. Meanwhile, Blaquiorc, neg- 
lecting his appointment at Zante, hod gone to Corfn, and 
thence to England. Colonel Napier being absent from 
Cephalonia, Byron had some pleasant social intercourse 
with his deputy, but, unable to get from him any authori- 
tative information, was left without advice, to be besieged 
by letters and messages from the factions. Among these 
there were brought to him hints that the Greeks wanted a 
lung, and he is reported to have said, " If they make me 
the offer, I will perhaps not reject it." 

The position would doubtless have been acceptable to a 
man who never — amid his many self-deceptions — affected 
to deny that he was ambitious; and who can say what 
might not have resulted for Greece, had the poet lived to 
add lustre to her crown 1 In the meantime, while faring 
more frugally than a day-labourer, he yet surrounded him- 
self with a show of royal state, bad his servants armed 
with gilt helmets, and gathered around him a body-gnard 
of Suliotes, These wild mercenaries becoming turbulent, 
he was obliged to despatch them to Mesolonghi, then 
threatened with siege by the Turks and anxiously waiting 
relief. During his residence at Cephalonia, Byron was 
gratified by the interest evinced in him by the English 
residents. Among these the physician. Dr. Kennedy, a 
worthy Scotchman, who imagined himself to be a theolo- 
gian with a genius for conversion, was conducting a series 



of Telig^ous meetiDgB at Argostoli, trhen tbe poet expressed 
a wish to be present at one of them. After listening, it 
is said, to a set of discourses that occupied the greater 
part of twelve hours, he seems, for one reason or another, 
to have felt called on to enter the lists, aud found himself 
involved in the series of controversial dialogues afterwards 
published in a substantial book. This volume, interesting 
in several respects, is one of tbe most charming ei:amp]es 
of unconscious iron; in the language, and it is matter of 
regret that our space does not admit of the abridgment 
of several of its pages. They bear testimony, on the one 
hand, to Byron's capability of patience, and frequent 
sweetness of temper under trial ; on the other, to Konne- 
dj's utter want of humour, and to bis courageous honesty. 
The curiously confronted interlocutors, in tbe course of 
the missionary and subsequent private meetings, ran over 
most of the ground debated between opponents and apol- 
ogists of the Calvinistic faith, which Kennedy upheld with- 
out stint. The Conversations add little to what we already 
know of Byron's religious opinions; nor is it easy to say 
whore he ceases to be serious and begins to banter, or vice 
versfi. Ho evidently wished to show that in argument ha 
was good tit fence, and could handle a theologian as skil- 
fully as a foil. At the same time he wished, if possible, 
though, as appears, in vain, to get some light on a subject 
with regard to which in his graver moods he was often 
exercised. On some points he is explicit He makes an 
nneqnivocal protest against the doctrines of eternal punish' 
ment and infant damnation, saying that if the rest of roan- 
iind were to be damned, he " would rather keep them 
company than creep into heaven alone." On questions of 
inspiration, and the deeper problems of human life, he is 
less distinct, being naturally incliued to a speculative ne- 
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efSBitarianisni, and dispoeed to admit original depravity ; 
but he did not see hia way out of tbe maze through the 
Atonement, and held thut prayer had only Bignificance as 
a devotional affection of the heart. Byron showed a re- 
markable familiarity with tbo Scriptures, and with parts 
of Barrow, Chillingwortb, and Stillingflect ; but on Ken- 
nedy's lending, for hia edification, Boston's Fourfold State, 
he returned it with the remark that it was too deep for 
Lira. On another occasion he said, "Do you know I am 
Dearly reconciled to St. Paul, for he says there is no differ- 
ence between the Jews and the Greeks? and I am exactly 
of the same opinion, for the character of both is equally 
vile." The good Scotchman's religious self-confidence is 
throughout free from intellectual pride ; and his own con- 
fession, " This time I suspect his lordship had the best of 
it," might perhaps be applied to the whole discussion. 

Critics who have little history and less war have been 
accustomed to attribnte Byron's lingering at Cephalonia 
to indolence and indecision ; they write as if he ought, on 
landing on Greek soil, to have put himself at tbe head of 
an array and stormed ConstantiDople, Those who know 
more confess that the delay was deliberate, and that it waa 
judicious. The Hellenic uprising was animated by the 
spirit of a " lion after slumber," but it bad tbe heads of 
a Hydra biasing and tearing at one another. The chiefs 
who defended the country by their arms compromised her 
by their aignments, and some of her best fighters were lit- 
tle better than pirates and bandits. Greece was a prey to 
factions — republican, monarchic, aristocratic — representing 
naval, military, and territorial interests, and each beset by 
tbe adventurers who flock round every movement, only 
representing their own. During the first two years of 
succesa they were held in embryo ; during the later years 
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of disaster, terminated bj the aliies at Navarino, the; were 
bnried; during tlie interlude of Byrou's residence, when 
the foes were like houuda in the leash, waiting for a re- 
newal of the struggle, they were rampant. Had he joined 
any one of them he would have degraded himself to the 
level of a mere condottiere, and helped to betray the com- 
raon cause. Beset by solicitations to go to Athens, to the 
Uorea, to Acarnania, he resolutely held apart, biding his 
time, collecting information, making himself known as a 
man of affairs, endeavouring to conciliate rival claimants 
for pension or place, and carefully watching the tide of 
war. Numerous anecdotes of the period relate to acta of 
public or pi'ivate benevolence, which endeared him to the 
population of the island ; but he was on the alert against 
being fleeced or robbed. "The bulk of the English," 
writes Colonel Napier, "came expecting to find the Pelo- 
ponnesus filled with Plutarch's men, and returned think- 
ing the inhabitants of Newgate more moral. Lord Byron 
judged the Greeks fairly, and knew that allowance must 
be made for emancipated slaves." Among other incidents 
we hear of his passing a group, who were " shrieking and 
howling as in Ireland" over some men buried in the fali 
of a. bank ; he snatched n spade, began to dig, and threat- 
ened to horsewhip the peasants unless they followed his 
example. On November 30 he despatched to the cen- 
tral government a remarkable state paper, in which he 
dwells on the fatal calamity of a civil war, and says that, 
unless union and order are established, all hopes of a loan 
— which, being every day more urgent, he was in letters to 
England constantly pressing — are at an end. " I desire," 
he concluded, " the wellbeing of Greece, and nothing else. 
I will do all I can to secure it; but I will never consent 
that the English public he deceived as to the real state of 
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affaire. Yoa have fonght gloriously; act honourably to- 
wards yoDT fcllon-citizeDB and the world, and it will then 
iio more he aaid, as has been repeated for two thousand 
years, with the Roman historians, that FhiloptEmcn wsa | 
the last of the Grecians." 

Prince Alexander Mavrocordatos — the most prominent ' 
of the practical patriotic leaders — having been deposed I 
from the presidency, was sent to regulate the aff^ra of 1 
Western Greece, aud was now on bis way with a fleet to [ 
relieve Mesolonghi, in attempting which the brave Marco 
BoZKaris had previonsly fallen. In a letter, opening c 
munication with a man for whom he always entertained a ' 
high esteem, Byron writes, " Colonel Stanhope has arrived , 
from London, charged by our committee to act in concert 
with me, . . . Greece is at present placed between three i 
mcasnres — cither to reconquer her liberty, to become a de- ' 
pendcnce of the sovereigns of Earope, or to return to a 
Turkish province. She has the choice only of these three 
alternatives. Civil war is but a road that leads to the two 
latter." 

At length the long-lookcd-for fleet arrived, and the 
Turkish squadron, with the loss of a treasure-ship, retired 
up the Gulf of Lepanto. Mavrocordatos, on entering Mes- 
olonghi, lost no time in inviting the poet to join him, and 
placed a brig at bis disposal, adding, " I need not toll yon 
to what a pitch yonr presence is desired by everybody, or 
what a prosperous direction it will give to all our affairs. ■ 
Your counsels will be listened to like oraclca." 

At the same date Stanhope writes, "The people in the 
streets are looking forward to his lordship's arrival as they 
would to the coming of the Messiah." Byron was unable 
to start in the ship sent for him ; but in spite of medical [ 
■warnings, a few days later, !. e., December 28, he embark- 
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od in a email fast-sailing aloop called a mistico, while the 
scrvanta and baggage were stowed in another and larger 
vessel uodcr the charge of Count Gamba. From Gamba's 
graphic accoant of the voyage we may take the following: 
" We sailed together till after ten at night ; the wind far 
Tourable, a clear sky, the air fresh, but not sharp. Our sail- 
OTB sang alternately patriotic songs, monotonons indeed, 
but to persons in our situation extremely touching, and 
we took part in them. We were all, but Lord Byron par- 
ticularly, in excellent spirits. The mistico sailed the fast- 
est. When the waves divided us, and our voices could no 
longer reach each other, we made signals by firing pistols 
and carbines. To-morrow we meet at Mesolonghi — to- 
morrow. Thas, full of confidence and spirits, we sailed 
along. At twelve we were out of sight of each other." 

Byron's vessel, separated from her consort, came into 
the close proximity of a Turkish frigate, and had to take 
refuge among the Scrofes' rocks. Emerging thence, he 
attained a small seaport of Acamania, called Dragomestri, 
whence sallying forth on the and of January under the 
convoy of some Greek gunboats, he was nearly wrecked. 
On the 4th Byron made, when violently heated, an impru- 
dent plunge in the sea, and was never afterwards free from 
a pain in his bones. On the 5th he arrived at Mesolon- 
ghi, and was received with salvoes of musketry and music. 
Oamba was waiting him. His vessel, the " Bombarda," 
had been taken by the Ottoman frigate, but the captain of 
the latter, recognizing the Count as having formerly saved 
his life in the Black Sea, made interest in bis behalf with 
Yussnf Pasha at Patras, and obtained his discharge. In 
recompense, the poet subsequently sent to the Pasha some 
Turkish prisoners, with a letter requesting him to endeav- 
our to mitigate the iuliumauities of the war. Byron 
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brought to tliQ Groelta at Mesolonghi the 4000i. of his 
personal loan (applied, ia the first place, to defraying the 
expenses of the fleet), with the spell of his name and pres- 
ence. He waa shortly afterwards appointed to the ct 
mand of the intended expedition against Lepanto, a 
with this view, again took into his pay five hnndred Sol 
otea. An approaching general assembly to organize t 
forces of ibe West had brought together a motley crewJ 
destitute, discontented, and more likely to wage war upoafe 
each other than on their enemies. Byron's closest asaoci'f 
atea during the ensuing months were the engineer Parry,B 
an energetic artilleryman, " extremely aetive, and of etrongl 
practical talents," who had travelled in America, and Col-f 
onel Stanhope (afterwards Lord Harrington), equally wit^H 
himself devoted to the emancipation of Greece, but t 
variance about the means of achieving it Stanhope, s 
moral enthvisiast of tho stamp of Kennedy, beset by t 
fallacy of religious missions, wished to cover the MoreaS 
with Wealeyan tracts, and liberate the country by tha^ 
agency of the press. He bad imported a converted black' 
smith, with a cargo of Bibles, types, and paper, who on 20^. 
a year undertook to accomplish the reform. Byron, back- 
ed by the good sense of Mavrocordatoa, proposed to make J 
cartridges of tho tracts, and small shot of the type; hsi 
did not think that the turbulent tribes were ripe for free-'J 
dom of the presa, and bad begun to regard Republicanism \ 
Itself as a matter of secondary moment. The diapntant 
allies in the common cause occupied each a flat of the i 
same small house; the soldier by profession was 
writing the Turks down, tho poet on fighting them down,.-! 
holding that " the work of the sword must precede that J 
of the pen, and that camps must be the training-school* 
Their altercations were sometimes fierce — ■ 1 
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"Despot!" cried Stanhope, "after professing liberal prin- 
ciples from boyhood, you, when called to act, prove your- 
self a Turk," " Radical !" retorted Byron, " if 1 had held 
up my finger I coald have crushed your press " — but this 
did not prevent the recognition by each of them of the 
excellent qualities of the other. 

Ultimately Stanhope went to Athens, and allied him- 
self with Trelawny and Odysseus and the party of the 
Left. Nothing can be more statesmanlike than some of 
Byron's papers of this and the immediately preceding 
period, nothing more admirable than the spirit which in- 
spires Ihem. lie had come into the heart of a revolution, 
exposed to the same perils as those which had wrecked 
the similar movement in Italy. Neither trusting too mnch 
nor distrusting too much, with a clear head and a good 
will he set about enforcing a series of excellent measures. 
From first to last he was engaged in denouncing dissen- 
sion, in advocating unity, in doing everything that man 
conid do to concentrate and ntihze the disorderly elements, 
with which he had to work. He occupied himself in re- 
pairing fortifications, managing ships, restraining licence, 
promoting courtesy between the foes, and rogolating the 
disposal of the sinews of war. 

On the morning of the 22nd of January, bis laat birth- 
day, he came from bis room to Stanhope's, and said, smil- 
ing, "You were complaining that I never write any poetry 
now," and read the familiar stanzas beginning — 

'"Tie time thia heart ahooM be unmovidd," 
and ending — 

" Seek out — leaa often sought than found — 

A soldier's grare, far thee the heat ; 
TbeQ look aroimd, and cbooee th; grouod, 
And take thy real." 
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High thonghts, tiigh rosolvea; but the brain that was over- ^ 
tasked, and the framo that was outwoni, would be toBked ! 
and worn littie longer. The lamp of a life that had burnt I 
too fiercely was flickering to its close. "If we are not I 
taken oS with the sword," ho writes on Febrnarj 5, "wel 
CIO like to match off with an ague in this mud basket;' 
and, to conclude with a very bad pun, better martiallj/ 1 
than marsh-all//. Tho dykes of Holland when broken , 
down are the deserts of Arabia, in comparison with Meso- i 
longhi." In April, when it was too late. Stanhope wrote^ 
from Salona, in Phocis, imploring bim not to aacriftoafl 
health, and perhaps life, " in that bog." 

Byron's honse stood in the midst of the exhalations of "1 
a muddy creek, and hia natural irritability was increased 
by a more than usnaJly long ascetic regimen. From tha , 
day of his arrival in Greece he discarded animal itiod, and ■ 
lived mainly on toast, vegetables, and cheese, olives and 1 
light wine, at the rate of forty paras a day. In spite of 1 
bis strength of purpose, his temper was not always proof J 
against the rapacity and turbulence by which be was 
rounded. About the middle of February, when the arti^ I 
lery had been got into readiness for the attack on Lcpaa- I 
to — the northern, as Patras was the southern, gate of.l 
tho gulf, still in the hands of the Turks — the expedition I 
was thrown back by an unexpected rising of the Suliotea. ' 
These peculiarly froward Greeks, chronically seditions by 
nature, were on this occasion, as afterwards appeared, 
stirred up by emissaries of Colocatroni, who, though aa- 
suming the position of the rival of Mavrocordatos, was 
simply a brigand on a large scale in the Morea. Exas- 
peration at this mutiny, and the vexation of having to 
abandon a cherished scheme, seem to have been the imme* 
diately provoking causes of a violent convulsive fit which, 
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on tlie eveniag of tLe 15th, attacked the poet, and endan- 
gered his life. Next day he was better, but complained 
of weight in the bead ; and the doctors applying leeches 
too close to the temporal artery, he was bled till be fainted. 
And now occurred the last of those striking incidents so 
frequent in his life, in reference to which we may quote 
the joint testimony of two witnesses. Colonel Stanhope 
Trites, " SooD after his dreadful paroxysm, when he was 
lying on his sick-bed, with his whole nervous system com- 
pletely shaken, the mutinous Suliotcs, covered with dirt 
and splendid attires, broke into hia apartment, brandish- 
ing their costly arms and loudly demanding their rights. 
' Lord Byroa, electri&ed by this unexpected act, seemed to 
I recover from his sickness ; and the more the Suliotea 
|| T^;ed the more his calm courage triumphed. The scene 
|| was truly sublime." " It is impossible," says Count 
> Gamba, " to do justice to the coolness and magnanimity 
I which he displayed upon every trying occasion. Upon 
I trifling occasions he was certainly irritable ; hut the aspect 
I of danger calmed him in an instaot, and restored him the 
I free exercise of all the powers of his noble nature. A 
!' more undaunted man in the hour of peril never breathed," 
A few days later, the riot being renewed, the disorderly 
crew were, on payment of their arrears, finally dismissed ; 
but several of the English artificers under Parry left about 
the same time, in fear of their lives. 
I On the 4th, the last of the long !ist of Byron's letters 

[ to Moore resents, with some bitterness, the hasty accept- 

Iance of a, rumour that he had been quietly writing I>(m 
Juaa in some Ionian island. At the same date he writes 
to Kennedy, " I am not unaware of the precarious state of 
i, my health. But it is proper I should remain In Greece, 
I, and it were bettor to die doing something than nothing." 
9* 
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Visions of enlisting Europe and America on behalf of ths 1 
establUhment of a new state, that might in conrse of time i 
develope itself over the realm of AJeJtander, floated and ] 
gleamed in hia fancy; but in his practical daily procednre 1 
the poet took aa his text the motto " fcstina lente," insists | 
ed on BoUd ground under his feet, and had no notion of j 
sailing baUoons over the sea. With this view he diacour- i 
aged Stanhope's philanthropic and propagandist paper, the J 
Telegrapho, and disparaged Dr. Mayer, its Swiss editor, ' 
Baying, " Of aU petty tyrants he is one of the petti 
as are moat demagogues." Byron had none of the Sola- I 
vonic leanings, and almost personal hatred of Ottoman 1 
rule, o£ some of our statesmen ; but ho saw on what side 
lay the forces and the hopes of the future. "I cannot I 
calculate," he said to Gamba, during one of their latest 
rides together, " to what a height Greece may rise. Hith- 
erto it has been a subject for the hymns and elegies of 
fanatics and enthusiasts ; but now it will draw the atten- 
tion of the politician. ... At present there is little dif- 
ference, in many respects, between Greeks and Turks, nor 
could there bo; but the latter must, in the common course \ 
of events, decline in power; and the former must aa i 
evitahly become better. . . . The English Government de- 
ceived itself at first in thinking it possible to maintain ^ 
the Tarkish Empire in its integrity ; bnt it cannot be I 
done — that unwieldy mass is already putriiied, and must 
dissolve. If anything like an equilibrium is to be up- 
held, Greece must be supported." These words have been 
well characterized as prophetic During this time Byron 
rallied in health, and displayed much of bis old spirit, vi- 
vacity, and humour, took part in such of his favourite J 
amusements as circumstanoea admitted, fencing, shooting, 
riding, and playing with his pet dog Lion. The last of J 
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his recorded practical j'okea ia hia rolling about cannon- 
balls, and shaking the rafters, to frighten Pany in the 
room below with the drend of an earthqaake. 

Towards the close of the month, after being solicited 
to accompany Mavrocordatoa to share the governorship 
of the Morea, he made an appointment to meet Colonel 
Stanhope and Odyaacos at Salona, but was prevented from 
keeping it by i-iolent floods which blocked up the com- 
munication. On the 30th he was presented with the free- 
dom of the city of McaolonghL On the 3rd of April he 
intervened to prevent an Italian private, guilty of theft, 
from being flogged by order of some German ofBeers, 
On the 9th, exhilarated by a letter from Mrs, Leigh with 
good accounts of her own and Ada's health, he took a 
long ride with Gamha and a few of the remaining Snli- 
otea, and after being violently heated, and then drenched 
in a heavy shower, persisted in returning home in a boat, 
remarking with a laugh, in answer to a remonstrance, "I 
should mate a pretty soldier if I were to care for such a 
trifle." It soon became apparent that he had caught his 
death. Almost immediately on his return he was seized 
with shiverings and violent pain. The next day be rose 
i usual, and had his last ride in the olive woods. On 
the 11th a rheuraatie fever set in. On the I4th, Bruno's 
skill being exhausted, it was proposed to call Dr. Thomas 
from Zante, hut a hurricane prevented any ship being 

4. On the 15th, another physician, Mr. Milligen, sug- 
gested bleeding to allay the fever, but Byron held out 
against it, quoting Dr. Reid to the effect that "leas slaugh- 
ter ia effected by the lance than the lancet — that minute 
instraroent of mighty mischief;" and saying to Bruno, 
" If my hour is come I shall die, whether I lose my blood 

keep it." Next tuorning Milligen induced him to 
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yield, by a Eugf^estion of tljc possibie loss of bia rei 
Throwing oul hia arm, he cried, " There I yon are, I a 
d — d set of butchers. Take away aa much blood as yoal 
lite, and have done with it." The remedy, repeated odI 
the followiog day with blistering, waa either too late art 
ill-adviaed. On the 18th he saw more doctors, but waa I 
manifestly sinking, amid the tears and lamentations of at-f 
tendants who could not understand each other's langaage. i 
In his last hours hia delirium bore him to the field of I 
arms. He fancied he was leading the attack on LepBiito,a 
and was heard exclaiming, "Forwards! forwardal foUoir| 
mel" Who is not reminded of another death-bed, i 
remote in time from his, and the Tite /farmee of the great I 
Emperor who with the great Poet divided the wonder I 
of Europe! The stormy vision passed, and his thouglita^ 
reverted home. " Go to ray sister," he faltered out to 
Fletcher; "tell her — go to Lady Byron — you will see 
her, and say " — nothing more could be heard but broken 
ejaculations ; " Augusta — Ada — my sister, my child. lo 
lasoio qualche cosa di caro nel mondo. For the rest, I am 
content to die." At sis on the evening of the 18th he 
uttered hia last words, " Act fjt vvn KaQiiiltiv ;" and on the 
19th he passed away. 

Never, perhaps, was there snch a national lamentation. 
By order of Mavrocordatos, thirty-seven guns — one for 
each year of the poet's life — were fired from the battery, 
and answered by the Turks from Patraa with an exultant 
volley. All offices, tribunals, and shops were sbnt, and a 
general mourning for twenty-one days procl^med. Stan- 
hope wrote, on bearing the news, " England has lost her 
brightest genius — Greece her noblest friend;" and Tre- 
lawny, on coming to Mesolonghi, heard nothing in the 
streets but " Byron is dead I" like a bell tolling through 
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the silence and the gloom. Intending contributors to the 
cause of Greece turned back when they beard tbe tidings, 
tbat seemed to them to mean she was headless. Her cities 
contended for the body, as of old for the birth of a poet. 
Athens wished him to rest in the Temple of Theseus. 
The funeral sendee was performed at MesolonghL But on 
the 2nd of May the embalmed remains left Zante, and on 
the 29th arrived in the Downs. His relatives applied for 
permission to have them interred in Westminster Abbey, 
but it was refused; and on the 16th July they were con- 
veyed to the village church of Hucknall. 
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Lord Jeffrey nt tbe close of a once 'famous 
quaintly laments; "The tuneful quartos of Soathej' am, 
already little better tlian lumber, and the rich meIodie»'; 
of Keats and Sbelley, and the fantastical emphi 
Wordsworth, and the plebeian pathos of Crabbe, are melt-, 
ing fast from the field of our vision. The novels of Soott 
have put out his poetry, and the blazing stitr of Bjron 
himself is receding from its place of pride." Of the 
poets of the early part of this century Lord John Rus- 
sell thouglit Byron the greatest; then Scott; then Moore. 
"Such an opinion," wrote a Ifational isxiewer, ia 1860,^ 
" is not worth a refutation ; we only smile at it." NotlK; 
ing in the history of literature is more curious than the 
shifting of the standard of excellence, which so porpieies 
criticism. But the most remarkable feature of the matter 
is the frequent return to power of the once discarded po- 
tentates. Byron is resuming his place : his spirit has 
come again to our atmosphere ; and every budding critioi 
as in 1820, feels called on to pronounce a verdict on bia 
genius and character. The prcHcnt times are, in many re- 
spects, an aftermath of the first quarter of the century 
which was an era of revolt, of doubt, of storm. There 
succeeded an era of exhaustion, of quiescence, of reflection., 
The first years of the third quarter saw a reviral of turhi 
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lence and agitation ; and, more than our fathers, we are 
incliaed to sympathiza with our grandfathers. Macaulay 
has popularized the story of the change of literary dy- 
nasty which in our island marked the close of the last, and 
the first two decades of the present, hundred years. 

Tlie corresponding artistic re?olt on the continent was 
closely connected with changes in the political world, 
The originatora of the romantic literature in Italy, for the 
most part, died in Spielberg or in exile. The same revo- 
lution which levelled the Bastille, and converted Versailles 
and the Trianon — the claasie school in stone and terrace — 
into a moral Herculaneum and Pompeii, drove the models 
of the so-called Augustan ages into a museum of antiqua- 
rians. In our own country, the movement initiated by 
Chatterton, Cowper, and Burns was carried out by two 
eiasses of great writers. They agreed in opposing free- 
dom to formality; in substituting for the old new aims 
and methods ; in preferring a grain of mother wit to a peck 
of clerisy. They broke with the old school, as Protestant- 
ism broke with the old Church ; but, like the sects, they 
separated again. Wordsworth, Sootbey, and Coleridge, 
while refusing to acknowledge the literary precedents of 
the past, submitted themselves to a self-imposed law. The 
partialities of their maturity were towards things settled 
and regulated ; their favourite virtues, endurance and hu- 
mility; their conformity to established institutions was 
the basis of a new Conservatism. The others were the 
Radicals of the movement i they practically acknowledged 
no law but their own inspiration. Dissatisfied with the 
existing order, their sympathies were with strong will and 
passion and defiant independence. These found their 
mast.errlypes in Shelley and in Byron. 

A reaction is always an extreme. Lollards, Puritans, 
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Covenanters were in some respects nauseous antidotes to 1 

ecclesiastic^ corruption. The ruins of the Scotch cathe- 
drals and of the French nobility are warnings at once 
against the excess that prorokcs and the excess that 
avenges. The revolt against the aneie/i regiim in letters ' 
made possible the Ode that is the high - tide mark of 
modem English inspiration, but it was parodied in page 
on page of maundering rusticity, Byron saw the danger, 
but was home headlong by the rapids. Hence the anom- 
alous contrast between his theories and his performanca. 
Both Wordsworth and Byron were bitten by Rousseau; 
but the former is, at furthest, a Girondin. The latter, act- 
ing like Dauton on the motto " L'andace, I'audace, toujoan 
I'audacB," sighs after Henri Quatre et Gabrielle. TheiQ j 
is more of the spirit of the French Revolution in J)o» 1 
Juan than in all the works of the author's contemporaries; 
but his criticism is that of Boileau, and when deliberate 
is generally absurd. He never recognized the meaning 
of the artistic movement of his age, and overvalued those ] 
of his works which the Unities helped to destroy, 
hailed Gifford as his Magnus Apollo, and put Rogers next 
to Scott in his comical pyramid. " Chaucer," he writes, ' 
"I think obscene and contemptible." lie could see no 
merit in Spenser, preferred Tasso to Milton, and called the ! 
old English dramatists "mad and turbid mountebanks." 
In the same spirit he writes: "In the time of Pope it 
was all Horace ; now it is all Ciaudian," He saw — what 
fanatics had begun to deny — that Pope was a groat writer, 
and the " angel of reasonableness," the strong common 
sense of both, was a hnk between them ; but the exprea- 
sions he uses daring Lis controversy with Bowles look | 
like jests, till we are convinced of his earnestness by hia ' 
anger, " Neither time, nor distance, nor grief, nor age c, 
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ever dimiiiiah cij veneration for him who is the great 
mora] poet of all times, of all climes, of all feelings, and 
of all stages of existence. . . , Your whole generation are 
not worth a canto of the Dunciad, or anything that ia 
Ills." All the while ho was himself writing prose and 
yerse, in grasp, if not in vigour as far beyond the stretch 
of Pope, aa Pope is in " worth and wit and sense " re- 
moved above his mimics. The point of the parados is 
not merely that he deserted, but that he sometimes imi- 
tated his model, and when he did so, failed. Macaulay's 
judgment, that "personal taste led him to the eighteenth 
century, thirst for praise to the nineteenth," is quite at 
fanit. There can be no doubt that Byron loved praise as 
much aa he affected to despise it. His note, on reading 
the Quarterly on his dramas, " I am the most unpopular 
man in England," is like the cry of a child under chastise- 
ment; but he had little affinity, moral or artistic, with the 
spirit of our so-called Augustaus, and his determination to 
admire them was itself rebellious. Again we are remind- 
ed of his phrase, " I am of the opposition." His vanity 
and pride were perpetually strolling for the mastery, and 
though he thirsted for popularity he was bent on com- 
pelling it ; BO he warred with the literary impulse of 
which he was the child. 

Byron has no relation to the master-minds whose worts 
reflect a nation or an era, and who keep their own secrets. 
His rerse and prose is alike biographical, and the inequali- 
ties of his style are those of his career. He lived in a 
gl^Lsa case, and could not hide himself by bis habit of 
burning blue lights. Ue was too great to do violence to 
his nature, which was not great enough to be really con- 
sistent. It was thus natural for him to pose as the spokes- 
man of two i^es — aa a critic and as an author ; and of 



two orders of society — as a peer, ukd as a poet of reroU. 
Sincere id both, lie could oerer foi^et the one chancter in 
the other. To the last he was an aristocrat ia sentiment^ 
a democrat in opinion. " Vulgarity," he writes, with n 
pithy half-tnitb, "b far worse than downright blacL- 
gaardism; for the latter comprcheads wit, bnmoiir, and 
strong sense at times, while the former is a sad abortive 
attempt at all things, signifyiog nothing." He could nev- 
er reconcile himself to the English radicals ; and it has 
been acat4;ly remarked that part of Lis final interest in 
Greece lay in the fact that be found it a country of classic 
memories, " where a man might be the champion of lib- 
erty without soiling himself in the arena." He owed 
much of bis early infiuence to the fact of his moving in 
the circles of rank and fashion ; but though himself stoep- 
ed in the prejudices of caste, he struct at them at times 
with fatal force. Aristocracy is the initividual asserting 
a vital distinction between itself aod "the muck o' the 
world." Byron's heroes all rebel against the associative 
tendency of the nineteenth century ; they are self-worship- 
pers at war with society ; but most of them come to bad 
ends. He maligned himself in those caricatures, and has 
given more of himself in describing one whom with special 
aignilicancc we call a brother poet. " Allen," he writes in 
1813, "has lent me a quantity of Bums's unpublished let- 
ters. . . . What an antithetical mind 1 — tenderness, rough- 
ness — delicacy, coarseness — sentiment, sensuality — soar- 
ing and grovelling — dirt and deity — all mixed up in that 
one compound of inspired clay I" We have only to add 
to these antitheses, in applying them with slight modifi- 
cation to the writer. Byron had, on occasion, more self- 
control than Burns, who yielded to every thirst or gust, . I 
and could never have lived the life of the soldier at Meso- 



SI.] CHARACTERISTICS— PLACE IN LITERATURE. 203. 

loDgbi ; but, partly owing to meanness, partly to a soand 
instinct, Uia memory baa been more severely dealt with. 
The fact of his bciog a nobleman helped to make him 
famoLia, bat it also helped to make him hated. No doubt 
it half spoiled him in making him a show; and the cir- 
cumstance has suggested the remark of a humourist, that 
it is as hard for a lord to be a perfect gentleman as for 
a camel to pass through the needle's eye. But it also ex- 
posed to the rancours of jealousy a man who had nearly 
everything but domestic happiness to excite that most cor- 
roding of literary passions ; and when he got out of gear 
he became the quarry of Spenser's " blatant beast." On 
the other hand, Bums was, beneath his disgust at Holy 
Fairs and Williea, sincerely reverential; much of Don 
Juan would have seemed to him " an atheist's laugh," and 
— a more certain superiority — he was absolutely frank, 

Byron, like Pope, was given to playing monkey -like 
tricks, mostly harmless, hut oSensive to their victims. 
His peace of mind was dependent on what people would 
say of him, to a degree unusual even in the irritable race ; 
and when they spoke ill he was, again like Fope, essen- 
tially vindictive. The Bards and Reviemers beats about, 
where the Hnea to Atticus transfix with Philocletes' ar- 
rows ; but they are due to a like impulse. Byron aSected 
to contemn the world ; but, say what he would, he cared 
too much for it. He had a genuine love of solitude as an 
alterative ; but he could not subsist without society, and, 
Shelley tells us, wherever he went, became the nucleus of 
it. He sprang up again when flung to the earth, but be 
never attained to the disdain he desired. 

We find him at once munificent and careful about mon- 
ey ; calmly asleep amid a crowd of trembling sailors, yet 
never going to ride without a nervous caution ; defying 



aagarj, yet serioasty dislurbed bj a gipsy's prattle. He 
could be the most geaial of comradce, tlie most considerate 
of mastera, and he secured the devotion of hia servants, as 
of his fricods ; but be was too overbearing to form many 
eqnal friendsliips, and apt to be ungenerous to his real ri- 
vals. His sliifting attitude towards Lady Byron, his wav- 
ering purposes, his impulsive acts, are a part of the cbai^ 
acter we trace through all his life and work — a strange 
mixture of magaanimity and brutality, of laughter and 
tears, consistent in nothing but his passion and his pride, 
yet redeeming all his defects by his graces, and wearing a 
greatness that his errors can only half obscure. 

Alternately the idol and the horror of his contem- 
poraries, BjTon was, during his life, feared and respected 
as " the grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyme." His 
works were the events of the literary world. The chief 
among them were translated into French, Geraian, Italian, 
Danish, Polish, Russian, Spanish. On the publication of 
Moore's Iii/e, Lord Maoaulay had no hesitation in refer- 
ring to Byron as "the most celebrated Englishman of the 
nineteenth century." Nor have we now ; but in the in- 
terval between 1840-1870 it was the fashion to talk of 
him as a sentimentalist, a romancer, a shallow wit, a nine 
days' wonder, a poet for " green nnknowing youth." It 
was a reaction such as leads ns to disestablish the heroes 
of our crude imaginations till we learn that to admire 
nothing is as sure a sign of iramatority as to admire 
everything. 

The weariness, if not disgust, induced by a throng of 
more than nsuully absurd Imitators, enabled Mr. Carlyle, 
the poet's successor in literary influence, more effectively 
to lead the counter - revolt. "In my mind," writes this 
critic, in 1839, "Byron has been sinking at a 
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rate for the last ten years, and has now reacLcd a very low 
level. . . . His fame bas been very great, but I do not see 
how it is to endure ; neither does tbat make him great. 
No genuine productive thought was ever revealed by him 
to mankind. Ho taught me nothing that I had not again 
to forget." The refrain of Carlyle's adviee during the 
most active years of his criticism was, " Close thy Byron, 
open thy Goethe." We do so, and find that the refrain of 
Goethe's advice in reference to Byron is — "Noctnrnft 
versate manu, versate diuni&." He urged Eckermann to 
study English that he might read him; remarking, "A 
character of such eminence has never existed before, and 
probably will never come again. The beauty of Cain is 
snch as we shall not see a second time in the world. . . . 
Byron issues -from the sea-waves ever fresh. I did right 
to present him with that monument of love in Helena. I 
could not make use of any man as the representative of 
the modem poetic era except him, who is undoubtedly to 
be regarded aa the greatest genius of our century," Again : 
" Tasso's epic has maintained its fame, but Byron is the 
burning bush which reduces the cedar of Lebanon to 
ashes. . . ■ The English may think of hira aa they please; 
this is certain, they can show no (living) poet who is to be 
compared to him. . . . But he is too worldly. Contrast 
Macbeth and Beppo, where you are in a nefarious em- 
pirical world, On Eckermann's doubting " whether there 
is a gain for pure culture in Byron's work," Goethe con- 
clusively replies, " There I must contradict you. The au- 
dacity and grandeur of Byron must certainly tend towards 
culture. We should take care not to be always looking 
for it in the decidedly pure and moral. Everything that is 
great promotes cultivation, as soon as we are aware of it." 
This verdict of the Olympian as against the verdict of 
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ID Is interesting in itself, and as being the verdict 
of tlie wbole coQtineiital world of letters. " What," ex- 
claims Castelar, " does Spain not owe to Byron f From 
Lis month coinQ our hopes and fears. He has baptized us 
with his blood. There is no one with whose being some 
song of his is not woven. His life is like a funeral torch 
over our graves." Mazzlni takes up the same tune for 
Italy. Stendhal spcaka of Byron's "Apollonic power;" 
and Sainte Beovu writes to the same intent, with some 
judicious caveats, M. Taine concludes his survey of the 
romantic movement with the remark: "In this splendid 
effort, the greatest are exhausted. One alone — Byron — 
attains the summit. He Is so great and so English, that 
from him alone we shall learn more truths of his coun- 
try and bis age than from all the rest together." Dr. Elze 
ranks the author of Harold and Juan among the four 
greatest English poets, and claims for him the intellects 
ual parentage of Lamartinc and Musset in France, of Es- 
pronccda in Spain, of Fuschkin in Russia, with some mod- 
ifications, of Heine in Gtermany, of Berchet and others In 
Italy. So many voices of so various countries cannot be 
simply set aside : unless we wrap ourselves in an insolent 
insularism, we are bonnd at least to ask what is the mean' 
ing of their concurrent testimony. Foreign judgmenta 
cau manifestly have little weight on matters of form, and 
not one of the above-mentioned critics is Bufficlcntly alive 
to the egregious shortcomings which Byron himself rec- 
ognized. That he loses almost nothing by translation ia 
a compliment to the man, a disparagement to the &rttst. 
Scarce a p^e of his verse even aspires to perfection ; hard- 
ly a stanza will bear the minute word-hy-word dissection 
which only brings into clearer view the delicate touchea 
of Keats or Tennyson ; his pictures with a big broali were 
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never meant for the microscope. Here the contrast be- 
tween his thetiretio worship of his idol and his own prac- 
tice reaches a climax. If, aa he professed to believe, " the 
best poet is he who best execntes his work," then he is 
hardly a poet at all. He h habitually rapid and slovenly ; 
an iiuprovisatore on the spot where his fancy is kindled, 
writing currente calamo, and disdaining the "art to blot." 
" I can never recast anything. 1 am like the tiger ; if I 
miss the first spring, I go grumbling back to my jungle." 
He said to Medwin, " Blank verso is the moat difficult, be- 
cause every line must be good." Consequently, his own 
blank verae is always defective — sometimes execrable. 
No one else — except, perhaps, Wordsworth — who could 
write so well, could also write so ill. This fact in Byron's 
case seems due not to mere carelessness, but to incapacity. 
Something seems to stand behiud iiiin, like the slave in 
the chariot, to check the current of bis highest thought. 
The glow of his fancy fades with the suddenness of a 
Boulhem sunset. His best inspirations are spoilt by the 
interruption of incongruous commonplace. He had none 
of the gnardian delicacy of taste, or the thirst after com- 
pleteness, which mark the consummate artist. He is more 
nearly a dwarf Shakspcarc than a giant Pope. This de- 
fect was most mischievous where he was weakest, in his 
dramas and hia lyrics, least so where he was strongest, in 
his mature satires. It is almost transmuted into an ex- 
cellence in the greatest of these, which is by design and 
in detail a temple of incongraity. 

If we turn from his manner to his matter, we cannot 
claim for Byron any absolute originality. His sources have 
been found in Rousseau, Voltaire, Chateaubriand, Beau- 
marchaia, Lauzun, Gibbon, Bayle, SL Pierre, Alfieri, Caati, 
Cuvier, La Bruyere, Wioland, Swift, Sterne, Le Sage, Goe- 
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tbe, scraps of the clasdcs, and tlie Book of Job. Abeo- I 
lute ori^nality in a late age is only possible to the her- 
mit, tiie lanatic, or the sensation novelist Byron, like the 
roTets before Minos, was not asbatDed of his piracy. He 
tmn^ifeiTcd the random prose of hie own letters and 
journals to liis dramas, and with the same complacency 
made use of the DOlea jotted down from other writers aa 
he sailed on the Lake of Geneva. Bat be made them 
his own by re-casting the rough ore into bell-metah He 
brewed a CAnldroo like that of Uacbeth's witches, and from 
it arose the images of crowned Hogs. If he did not bring 
a new idea into the world, be qnadmpled the force of 
cxbting ideas and scattered them far and wide. Southern 
critics have maintained that he had a southern nature, and 
was in his true element on the Lido or under an Andalu^n 
night. Others dwell on the English pride that went along 
with his Italian habits and Greek sympathies. The tmth 
is, he had the power of making himself poetically every- 
where at home ; and this, along with the fact of all his 
writings being perfectly intelligible, is the secret of hie 
European inSuence. He was a citizen of the world ; be- 
cause he not only painted the environs, but reflected the 
passions and aspirations of every scene amid which he 

A disparaging critic has said, " Byron is nothing with- 
out bis descriptions." The remark only emphasizes the 
fact that his genius was not dramatic. All non-dramatic 
art is concerned with bringing before ns pictures of the 
world, the value of which lies half in their tnith, half in 
the amount of human interest with which they are invest- 
ed. To scientific accuracy few poets can lay claim, and 
Byron less than roost; but the general troth of his de- 
scriptions is acknowledged by all who have travelled ia 
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the same countries. The Greek verees of his first pilgrim- 
age — e. g., the night scene on the Gulf of Arta, luany of 
the Albanian sketches, with much of the Siege of Corinth 
and the Oiaour — have been invariably commended for 
their vivid rcalisoa. Attention has been especially direct- 
ed to the lines in the Corsair beginning — 

"But, lol from high Hjmettus to the plain," 
as being the veritable voice of one 

" Spdl-bouni], within the clustering Cjclades," 

The opening linos of the same canto, transplanted from. 
the Curse of Minerva, ai-e even more suggestive : — 

" Slow ainks, more lovely era hi» race be run, 
Along Moroa'B hill the setting sun. 
Not, us in northern climes, obscurely bright, 
But oDc unclouded blaze of living hght," &c 

In the same way, the later cantos of Harold are steeped 
in Switzerland and in Italy. Byron's genius, it is true, re- 
quired a stimulus; it could not have revelled among the- 
daisies of Chaucer, or pastured by the banks of the Dooit 
or the Ouse, or thriven among the Lincolnshire fens. He 
had a sincere, if somewhat exclusive, delight in the storma- 
and crc^s that seemed to respond to bis nature and to hia 
age. There is no aSectation in the expression of the wish, 
" that the desert were my dwelling-place 1" though wo 
know that the writer on the shores of the Mediterranean still 
^ craved for the gossip of the clubs. It only shows that — 

■ " Two desires toss about H 

H The post's feveriab blood ; H 

I One drives him to tlie world without, ■ 

H And ono to solitude." I 

H Of Byron's two contemporary rivals, Wordsworth had I 
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no feverish blood ; nothing drove him to the world with- 
out ; consequently his " eyes avert their ken from half of 
human fate," and liis infloence, though perennial, will al- 
ways be limited. He conquered England from his MUb 
and hikes ; but his spirit has never crossed the Straits 
which he thought too narrow. The other, with a fever 
in his veins, caimed it in the sea and in the cloud, and, 
in some degree because of bis very escclleticies, has failed 
as yet to mart the world at large. The poets' poet, the 
cynosure of enthusiasts, he bore the banner of the forlorn 
hope ; but Byron, with his feet of clay, led the ranks. 
Shelley, as pure a philanthropist as St, Francis or How- 
ard, could forget mankiDd, and, like his Adonais, become 
one with nature. Byron, who professed to hate his fel- 
lows, was of them even more than for them, and so ap- 
pealed to them through a broader sympathy, and held 
them with a firmer hand. By virtue of his passion, as 
well as his power, he was enabled to represent the human 
tragedy in which he played bo many parts, and to which 
his external universe of cloudless moons, and valea of ev- 
ergreen, and lightning-riven peaks, are but the various 
background. He set the "anguish, doubt, desire," the 
whole chaos of his age, to a music whose thunder-roll 
seems to have inspired the opera of Lohengrin — a music 
not designed to teach or to satisfy "the budge doctors of 
the Stoic fur," but which will continue to arouse and de- 
light the sons and daughters of men. 

Madame de Stael said to Byron, at Ouehy, " It does not 
do to war with the world ; the world is too strong for the 
individual," Goethe only gives a more philosophic form to 
this counsel when he remarks of the poet, " He put himself 
into a false position by his assaults on Church and State. 
His discontent ends in negation. ... If I call bad bad, 
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what do I gain ! Bitt it I call ffood bad, I do mischief." 

The answer is obvioua: as long as men call bad good, 
there is a call for icoiiocIa£ts : half the reforms of the 
world have begun in negation. Such comments also 
point to the common error of trying to mate men other 
than they are by lecturing them. This scion of a long 
line of lawless bloods — a Scandinavian Berserker, if there 
ever was one — the literary heir of the Eddaa — was epecial- 
ly created to w^e that war — to smite the conventionality 
which is the tyrant of England with the hammer of Thor, 
and to sear with the sarcasm of Mephistoplielea the hollow 
hypocrisy — sham taste, sham morals, sham religion — of the 
society by which he was sarronnded and infected, and which 
all but succeeded in seducing him. But for the ethereal 

" The fount of Berj life 
Which Berved for that Titanic Btrifo," 

Byron would have been merely a more melodious Moore 
ajid a raore accomplished Brummell. But the caged lion 
was only half tamed, and his continual growls were his re- 
demption. His restlessness was the sign of a yet unbroken 
will. He fell and rose, and fcU again ; but never gave np 
the struggle that keeps alive, if it does not save, the soul. 
His greatness, as well as his weakness, lay in the fact that 
from boyhood battle was the breath of his being. To tell 
him not to fight was like tolling Wordsworth not to re- 
flect, or Shelley not to sing. His instrnment is a trumpet 
of challenge; and he lived, as he appropriately died, in 
the progress of an unaccomplished campaign. His work 
is neither perfect architecture nor fine mosaic ; but, like 
that of his intellectual ancestors, the elder EliKabetbans 
whom he perversely maligned, it is all animated by the 
spirit of action and of cnteiprise. 
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In good portraits his bead baa a lurid look, as if it bad 
been at a higher temperatare tban tbat of other men. 
That bi^h tcmperatare was the source of his mspiration, 
and the secret of a spell which, daring his life, commanded 
homage and drew forth love. Mere artists are often man- 
ikins. Byron's brilliant though nneqnal genius was snb- 
ordiuHte to the power of his personality; he 

"Had Ihe elements 
80 mix'cl in liini, Uiit Nature might slaad up 
And an; to all the vorld— ' Tbis was a man.' " 

We may learn mnch from him still, ivben we have ceased 
to disparage, as our fathers ceased to idolize, a name in 
irhioh there is so much warning and so much example. 
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